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PART ONE 


MUSIC: OPENING THEME 


SCENE 1: INT. TUNNEL 


FX: DRIP-DRIP OF WATER, ECHOING ALONG A TUNNEL. THEN FOOTSTEPS — 
CHARLIE & JOHN — CHARLIE HOLDS A GAS LAMP. 


JOHN 
Come on now, Charlie, you’re dragging your feet. 


CHARLIE 
I’m dragging them ‘cause I’m scared, is all. 


JOHN 
Just the smell you’ve got to be scared of. That and your ghost. 


CHARLIE 
You said you didn’t believe. 


JOHN 
I don’t — but I want to see an empty tunnel with my own eyes. 


CHARLIE 
Leave off, John. 


JOHN 
Oi, ‘ang about... 


CHARLIE 
What? 


JOHN 
You see that? Over there? Hold that lamp up. 


FX: THE LAMP IS RAISED. 


CHARLIE 
I don’t see nothing. 


JOHN 
Go a little closer. 


FX: CHARLIE STEPS FORWARDS. SQUEAK OF A STARTLED RAT. 
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CHARLIE 
A rat! John Chubb, I will murder you for that! 


JOHN 
The look on your face! 


CHARLIE 
(TO RAT) Sorry ‘bout that, whiskers. 


FX: RAT SCUTTLES OFF. 


JOHN 
So.. this ghost of yours — 


CHARLIE 
She’s not mine. 


JOHN 
Where is she then? I see enough of this place in the day. I 
could be down the pub. 


CHARLIE 
George said she was here. He reckons she’s sabotaging us, like - 
caused the last flood. 


JOHN 
Digging under a ruddy great river’s what causes floods. Dunno 
why you’re believing George ‘bout anything. 


CHARLIE 

He’d not long clocked off when she came — beautiful lady, posh 
sort, all wrapped up in blue smoke. Walking through the air, all 
serene like. George said she was reaching out and pulling bricks 
out of the wall, one by one, making a terrible scraping noise 
[as she did -] 


FX: OFF — SLOW SCRAPING AS A BRICK IS PULLED FROM THE WALL. 


CHARLIE 
Yeah, must have sounded like that. You did that well, John. 


FX: OFF — ‘CHUNK’ AS THE BRICK HITS THE FLOOR. 


JOHN 
Charlie... that wasn’t me. 


FX: THE SOUND OF THE BLUE LADY'S ELECTRONIC ‘BREATHING’, AHEAD 
OF THEM. SHE PULLS ANOTHER BRICK FROM THE WALL — SCRAPE. 
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CHARLIE 
Oh my good[ness...] 


JOHN 


(SOTTO; PUTS HIS HAND OVER CHARLIE’S MOUTH) Shh! She hasn’t seen 
us. 


FX: OFF — A BRICK IS DROPPED. 

CHARLIE 

(MUFFLED) John, John — (HE IS RELEASED; SOTTO) John, it’s just 
like George said..! The blue lady...! 


JOHN 
(SOTTO) I take it all back. George is a genius. 


CHARLIE 
(SOTTO) You see her face? She’s all scarred — burnt like toast. 


FX: SCRAPE OF ANOTHER BRICK... 


JOHN 
(SOTTO) What’s she got against bricks, anyhow? 


CHARLIE 
(SOTTO) She nicks many more and she’1ll bring the whole Thames in 
here. 


BEAT. NB: THE LAST BRICK ISN’T DROPPED. 


JOHN 
What’s she stopped for? 


CHARLIE 
Cause she’s heard us. 


JOHN 
Wait, what’s she doing with that [brick?] 


CHARLIE 
(WARNING) Look out! 


FX: THE BRICK IS FLUNG, IT HITS CHARLIE’S FOOT. 


CHARLIE 
Ow! My foot! 
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JOHN 
You alright, lad? 


CHARLIE 
She did that on purpose! 


FX: SUDDENLY THE ‘BREATHING’ IS RIGHT UP CLOSE. 


JOHN 
Oh. ‘ello, love. Don’t mind us. 


CHARLIE 
Oh my goodness oh my goodness oh my goodness. 


JOHN 


Page 5 


Now, no sudden movements, Charlie. She doesn’t look cross, 
she? Just curious, maybe. Spirit — why are you here? 


FX: DRIP-DRIP SOUND GETTING LOUDER — MORE WATER. 


CHARLIE 
Has someone done you wrong, spirit? 


ALAYNA GHOST (SLOW AND CLEAR) 
This is for Alayna. 


FX: LOUDER DRIPPING, CRACKING STONE TOO. 


JOHN 
We don’t know no ‘Alayna’. 


FX: LOUDER CRACKING. 


CHARLIE 
The tunnel wall’s giving way! John! John! 


JOHN 
Run, Charlie! Run!!! 


FX: AS THEY RUN — 


ALAYNA GHOST 
This is for Alayna. 


FX: THE TUNNEL COLLAPSES AND FLOOD WATER RUSHES 


IN. 


does 
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SCENE 2: INT. TUNNEL [LATER] 


FX: DRIPPING ATMOS. TARDIS MATERIALISES; DOOR OPENS. 


DOCTOR 
Poo-ee. “The rankest compound of villainous smell that ever 
offended nostril...” 


FX: HE CLOSES THE TARDIS DOOR AND WALKS DOWN THE TUNNEL 


DOCTOR 

So beyond nasal offences, what do we have here? Subterranean, 
gaslight, curved brick roof, pretty archways down the middle... A 
tunnel! Going somewhere nice, I hope? 


FX: HE WALKS ON. WE HEAR DISTANT VOICES — AN ARGUMENT 


SCENE 3: INT. TUNNEL (FURTHER DOWN CONTINUOUS 
FX: GROUP OF MEN ARGUING — INCLUDING CHARLIE, BEAMISH, ISAMBARD. 


CHARLIE 
[If you think I’m going back to work] then you’ve got another 
think coming! I’m still coughing up Thames muck from last time. 


WORKMEN — WILDTRACK: 
(AGREEMENT) I’m with you, Charlie./ Yeah — what he said. 


BEAMISH 
Come now, Charlie lad, you know the accident’s put us behind 
schedule. We’ve got to get on. 


CHARLIE 
I don’t care, not after what happened to John. There’s spirits 
down this tunnel, spirits that don’t want us digging. 


ISAMBARD 
You're saying you won’t do the work? 


CHARLIE 
No sir, I won’t. None of us will. 


BEAMISH 
Now, Charlie, [you’ll —] 
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ISAMBARD 
Let me deal with this, Mr Beamish. (TO CHARLIE) Listen, my good 
man — 


CHARLIE 
I’m not so good if I’m honest, sir. 


ISAMBARD 
You know me — we have worked down here side by side. And you 
know the pressures I... we are under. 


CHARLIE 
That’s down to you and yours, sir — not my problem. 


ISAMBARD 
With tonight’s festivities, we cannot be seen to be slowing our 
progress. 


CHARLIE 
And whose smart idea was that? 


ISAMBARD 

Please. We are knee-deep in an endeavour of modern precision 
engineering. This is not a place for spirits and superstition, 
this is an arena of mathematics and design. 


CHARLIE 
There he goes again — banging on all fancy, when my mate John, 
he’s dead! Drowned!! 


WORKMEN — WILDTRACK: 
Yeah!/ You tell him, Charlie! 


ISAMBARD 

I regret the death of Mr Chubb as much as you do — but flooding 
is nothing new to us. Sadly, accidents do happen in operations 
of this complexity. Try to understand, my father has a vision — 


CHARLIE 
I’1l tell you my vision. I saw her. The blue lady. Plain as I 
see you. She’s down here, and she aims to drown us all. 


ISAMBARD 
Then, sadly, Mr Cropp, I must call into question your sanity. 


CHARLIE 
Why, you toffee-nosed Daddy’s boy - 
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FX: A SCUFFLE BETWEEN CHARLIE AND ISAMBARD 


BEAMISH 
Charlie, no! 


WORKMEN — WILDTRACK: 
Go on, lad!/ Give the posh boy what for! 


ISAMBARD 
Take your hands off me! 


FX: THEY SLIP IN THE MUD, STILL FIGHTING 


CHARLIE 
What’s the matter — afraid of dirtying your nice suit? 


DOCTOR 

(FROM OFF) Stop! (STEPPING FORWARD) Gentlemen, I’m sure there 
must be better ways for you to resolve your differences than by 
rolling around in the muck. 


(THEY ALL STARE) 


CHARLIE 
What the heck are you supposed to be? 


DOCTOR 
Think of me as the teacher come to break up the schoolyard scrap. 
Here, take my hand. 


FX: THE DOCTOR HELPS CHARLIE UP 


CHARLIE 
Don’t look like any teacher I know... 


DOCTOR 
(REACHING FOR ISAMBARD) Now you, sir. Yes, that was a nice suit. 


ISAMBARD 
(BEING HELPED UP) Thank you. — Look here, sir: this is a private 
venture! How in the King’s name did you get down here? 


DOCTOR 
Oh, you were all so busy raising your voices and looking grand — 
I just strolled in, really. 


ISAMBARD 
Trespassing is an offence. 
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CHARLIE 
What’s he wearing? It’s like something out of the circus. 


DOCTOR 

One day, I may audition. A life on the road with the acrobats 
and fire-breathers does appeal. But first things first, what was 
that about a blue lady? An apparition? 


ISAMBARD 
Pay no heed, the boy’s delirious. 


DOCTOR 
I’m often rather delirious myself — it doesn’t mean I’m mistaken. 


ISAMBARD 
Sir, I would — 


DOCTOR 
Oh, no need for ‘Sir’. I am the Doctor. 


CHARLIE 
A trespassing Doctor from the circus! 


ISAMBARD 
Or a spy sent from one of our competitors. You shall accompany 
me to street level, ‘Doctor’. 


DOCTOR 
Oh, shall I? 


ISAMBARD 
You would be unwise to decline — not whilst outnumbered by able- 
bodied men under my family’s employ. 


CHARLIE 
Yer having a laugh... 


BEAMISH 
Charlie, lad... 


DOCTOR 
Please, there’s no need for threats. A bit of fresh air would be 
most welcome. 
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ISAMBARD 


Good. My father will want to know the truth of your origin, and 
the details of your paymasters. 


DOCTOR 
Charming. 


ISAMBARD 
( IGNORING 
We cannot 


BEAMISH 
I'll sort 
few coins 


ISAMBARD 


And who might your father be, exactly? 


HIM) Mr Beamish, would you get these men back to work? 
afford to have this evening disrupted. 


something out, sir. (QUIETLY) Might need to throw a 
at the problem... 


Do what you must. 


CHARLIE 


Lain’ &. doing nothing. 


ISAMBARD 


You will work, Mr Cropp, or you will find yourself talking to a 


policeman 


CHARLIE 


Why you — 


BEAMISH 


about your recent assault on a gentleman. 


Quieten down, lad. Leave it to me, Mr Brunel. 


DOCTOR 
I’m sorry 


ISAMBARD 
Brunel is 
Doctor. 


- what? Mr Brunel?? 


my name — you may use it. Now, follow me, colourful 


FX: ISAMBARD MOVES AWAY, THE DOCTOR HURRIES AFTER HIM 


DOCTOR 


Absolutely! 
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SCENE 4: INT. SOUTH SHAFT 


FX: FADE UP. ISAMBARD LEADS THE 


STEPLADDERS 


DOCTOR 
Isambard Kingdom Brunel?! 


ISAMBARD 

Please. Only my Mother calls me 
transgressed. 

FX: ISAMBARD REACHES THE TOP OF 


ISAMBARD 
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DOCTOR UP A SERIES OF 


that — and only when I have 


THE FIRST LADDER 


Mr Brunel will suffice. Now, please, pick up your pace — 
daylight is three more stepladders away. 


FX: 


ISAMBARD 


ISAMBARD STARTS ON THE SECOND LADDER 


I’ve been down here for two days and I’m ready for some fresh 


air! 


FX: THE DOCTOR SHIFTS FROM THE FIRST LADDER TO THE SECOND 


DOCTOR 
I’m sorry, 
But you’re.. you're... 


ISAMBARD 


I’m not normally so skittish when I meet my heroes. 


I’m sorry — your heroes? I think you must be as pixilated as my 


workforce. 


DOCTOR 


Well... I have heard of you by reputation — as a great civil 
engineer. A genius of transportation. 


ISAMBARD 


Ha. You must mean my father. This is his tunnel, not mine. 


DOCTOR 
Ah yes... 


ISAMBARD 


Be warned, when you meet him — he is under considerable stress. 


As are we all. 
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FX: ISAMBARD MOVES TO THIRD LADDER 

DOCTOR 

Then this must be... you’re young... what are you, twenty-four, 
twenty-five? 


FX: THE DOCTOR MOVES TO THE THIRD LADDER 


ISAMBARD 
Twenty-one — what of it? 


DOCTOR 
So this is... eighteen twenty-seven? Or eighteen twenty-eight? 


ISAMBARD 

It is eighteen twenty-eight, and you, sir, appear to be a 
lunatic. 

FX: THE DOCTOR PAUSES ON HIS LADDER 

DOCTOR 

And that would mean... goodness gracious. You’re digging the 
Thames Tunnel! 


FX: ISAMBARD PAUSES TOO 


ISAMBARD 
Congratulations on knowing your own location. 


FX: THEY BOTH START CLIMBING AGAIN 

DOCTOR 

The first tunnel excavated beneath a river... a marvellous feat of 
engineering! 


FX: ISAMBARD MOVES TO HIS FOURTH LADDER 


ISAMBARD 
If we ever finish it. 


FX: THE DOCTOR MOVES TO HIS FOURTH LADDER 


DOCTOR 
And it’s haunted?! 


ISAMBARD 
(PAUSING ON THE LADDER) It is not haunted! 
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DOCTOR 


Oh, ignore me. It’s all the ladders — they’re making me light- 
headed. Are there many more? 


ISAMBARD 
(CLIMBING AGAIN) A few. 
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SCENE 5: INT. STUDY 


FX: MANTEL CLOCK. FIRE. MARC SCRATCHING AT PAPERS WITH NIB. 
BREAKS OFF AFTER KNOCK AT THE STUDY DOOR. 


MARC 
Enter. 


FX: THE DOOR OPENS, FLO ENTERS WITH LADY RAFFLES 


FLO 
Begging your pardon, Mr Brunel, a visitor for you: Lady Raffles. 


MARC 
Thank you, Florence. 


FLO 
Sir. 


FX: FLO LEAVES, CLOSING THE DOOR 


MARC 
This is an unexpected pleasure, your Ladyship. 


LADY RAFFLES 
Dear sweet Marc, I have come to discuss my investment. 


MARC 
And what an investment it is, ma’am. Your belief in our venture 
will guarantee you fame across London and beyond. 


LADY RAFFLES 

Oh, that may be so — but I hope to enjoy this eminence during my 
lifetime. I hear rumours of delays. And even some eccentric 
tittle-tattle of... ghosts?! 


MARC 
Entirely fictitious. We have had set-backs, yes, but we push 
ahead with the utmost haste. 


LADY RAFFLES 
Too tardy for my tastes. I fear I must withdraw my support. 


MARC 
Lady Raffles, let’s not be too hasty. Have you received your 
invitation for this evening? 
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LADY RAFFLES 
I have. 


MARC 

Then please join us. It is a chance for me to show you what we 
have achieved already. I guarantee it will be a night to 
remember — and without a ghost in sight. 
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SCENE 6: INT. CARRIAGE 
FX: HORSE AND CARRIAGE CLATTERS OVER COBBLES 


DOCTOR 

(PEERING OUT) Look at that — London, eighteen-twenty-eight! 
Chimneys brimming with fire and soot. The Industrial Revolution 
just getting under way. 


ISAMBARD 
The Industrial what? 


DOCTOR 
Oh, just a new phrase I’ve heard bandied around. 


ISAMBARD 
I rather like it. 


DOCTOR 
Yes, maybe forget I mentioned it. 


FX: ISAMBARD RAPS ON ROOF WITH CANE. 


ISAMBARD 
(CALLING) Whoah there, coachman! 


FX: CARRIAGE SLOWS THROUGH... 


ISAMBARD 
(TO DOCTOR) Here we are, sir — the Brunel residence. 


DOCTOR 
With a rather glum visitor on her way out! 


ISAMBARD 
Good gracious, it’s Lady Raffles. 


CROSS TO: 
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SCENE 7: EXT. LONDON STREET [CONTINUOUS] 


FX: HORSE AND CARRIAGE COMES TO A HALT. ISAMBARD OPENS THE DOOR 
AND STEPS OUT AS LADY RAFFLES PASSES BY 


ISAMBARD 
(STEPPING OUT) Your Ladyship, how nice to [see you—] 


LADY RAFFLES 
(NOT STOPPING) I’m sorry, but I’ve had quite enough Brunels for 
one day! 


ISAMBARD 
Ah. 


FX: LADY RAFFLES’ FOOTSTEPS AS SHE WALKS AWAY 

DOCTOR 

(STEPPING OUT) Now, don’t take it to heart, Mr Brunel. You’ve 
still got me. 


ISAMBARD 
(DRYLY) Thank goodness for that. Follow me, ‘Doctor’. 
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SCENE 8: INT. HALLWAY 
FX: KNOCKING FROM OUTSIDE, FLO BUSTLES FORWARD TO OPEN THE 


FLO 
Welcome home, Master Isambard — shall I take your coat? 


ISAMBARD 
Thank you, Florence. 


FX: FLO TAKES ISAMBARD’S COAT 


FLO 
And your... guest? 


DOCTOR 
No, I’1ll keep it on — but thank you. 


FLO 
As you wish, sir. It’s certainly a lovely one. 


ISAMBARD 
Florence - my Father? 


FLO 
In his study, sir. Should I announce your friend? 


DOCTOR 
My name is the Doctor. 


FLO 
Now, that’s not a name, sir, that’s a title. 


DOCTOR 
Isn’t any name? 


ISAMBARD 
Florence, don’t be impertinent. 


FLO 
Doctor it is. After me, sirs. 


FX: ALL BUSTLE UPSTAIRS. 


DOOR 


DW #239: IRON BRIGHT by Chris Chapman (006-last CC edits) Page 19 


SCENE 9: INT. STUDY 


FX: AS BEFORE. MARC SITS AT HIS DESK WRITING. A KNOCK AT THE 
DOOR. 


MARC 
Enter. 


FX: FLO ENTERS WITH THE TWO MEN 


FLO 
Begging your pardon, sir. Young Master Isambard, and his guest, 
the Doctor. 


MARC 
Thank you, Florence. 


FX: FLO LEAVES, CLOSES DOOR 


ISAMBARD 
Papa, we saw Lady Raffles departing... 


MARC 
Her ladyship is quite alright — you’1ll be seeing her tonight, I 
hope. Now, Isambard, who is this colourful acquaintance of yours? 


FX: THE DOCTOR SHAKES MARC’S HAND WARMLY 


DOCTOR 
Mr Marc Brunel, it is a true pleasure. We actually met very 
briefly some years ago. 


MARC 
Oh? I don’t seem to recall your face... 


DOCTOR 

It may have looked a little different. I attended one of your 
presentations — on the subject of the automated production line 
— I think I still have your card somewhere. 


MARC 
Ah, perhaps one of my talks on the topic of our boot-making 
apparatus. Not a bad patent, that one. 


DOCTOR 
You were enthralling. 
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MARC 
Very kind. 


ISAMBARD 
Papa... 


MARC 
Isambard, are we ignoring you? 


ISAMBARD 
Not me, merely the situation. This man was found wandering the 
tunnel. 


MARC 
A trespasser? 


ISAMBARD 
I worry he may be a saboteur or spy. 


MARC 
He doesn’t look like any spy I’ve ever seen — far too 
conspicuous. Are you a spy, sir? 


DOCTOR 
No, though I am often mistaken for one — I must have that kind 
of face. 


MARC 
Why were you in our tunnel? 


DOCTOR 

I am a great lover of engineering, and had heard stories of your 
undertaking. A passage dug from Rotherhithe to Wapping. 
Burrowing beneath a river as soggy-bottomed and treacherous as 
the Thames, but still with an eye for beauty in design. How 
could I not be drawn to examine it? 


MARC 
You flatter me, sir. 


DOCTOR 
From the heart. 


MARC 
Isambard, this man seems something of an expert in our field. 


DOCTOR 
Well, a fascinated amateur. A hobbyist. 
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ISAMBARD 
A trespasser. 


DOCTOR 
One who may be of some service to you. 


MARC 
How so? 


DOCTOR 
Your workers say the tunnel is haunted. 


MARC 
We have lost several men to flooding, that is all. I suppose 
death is easier to stomach with a dash of superstition. 


DOCTOR 

Such rumours are not entirely uncommon. In my past roamings, I 
have chanced upon a handful of locations where alleged hauntings 
have occurred — and as a man of learning, I have been able to 
debunk them entirely. 


MARC 
Please, go on. 


DOCTOR 

If you might allow me further access to your tunnel, I shall 
obtain evidence to prove this project is entirely free of 
spectral intrusion. 


ISAMBARD 
Papa, you can’t possibly [think-] 


MARC 
Quiet, Isambard. Doctor, I happily accept your offer. 


ISAMBARD 
You do? 


DOCTOR 
Capital. Now, er, Isambard — the haunting your workmen describe: 
it takes the form of a ‘blue lady’? 


ISAMBARD 

(GRUDGINGLY AT FIRST) With a burnt face, supposedly. They say 
that she floats on a cloud of chimney smoke, drifting along the 
arches and pulling the stone from our walls. 
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MARC 
Excuses concocted to cover the tardiness of our labour. (STERNLY) 
Isambard, you should have a tighter rein on our workforce. 


ISAMBARD 
Yes, Papa. 


MARC 
I have given you this opportunity — a chance to make your name. 


ISAMBARD 
I know, Papa. And I am determined to take it. 


MARC 
Tonight is crucial for us. Why not let this Doctor inspect the 
tunnel? He may find the evidence we need to reassure our guests. 


ISAMBARD 
As you wish. 


DOCTOR 
Yes, you’ve mentioned this before — what exactly is happening 
tonight? 


MARC 

What began as a three-year project has now ballooned to five. We 
are haemorrhaging money and goodwill, so as you can imagine, I 
have many sponsors to appease. Tonight, they will come together 
to enjoy the best luxury that we can offer, lit by candelabra, 
in the belly of the tunnel itself. A banquet beneath the Thames! 


DOCTOR 
Mr Brunel, we've just spoken of floods and hauntings and drowned 
men. Are you sure this is the time for... a promotional exercise? 


MARC 
Where is your endeavour, Doctor? There is little room for 
sentiment in our new world of metal. 


DOCTOR 
Well... I shall do everything I can. 


MARC 
Good. Isambard will assist you as you require. 


ISAMBARD 
As you wish, Papa. 
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MARC 
A pleasure to meet you, Doctor. 


DOCTOR 
Yes, indeed. Quite so. 


MARC 
I shall see you at the party. 
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SCENE 10: INT. RAFFLES RESIDENCE 
FX: LORD AND LADY RAFFLES ARE PREPARING FOR THEIR EVENING OUT 


LADY RAFFLES 
Pull yourself together, Henry — your hat looks just fine, it is 
at the ideal angle. 


LORD RAFFLES 
Yes, my dear. 


LADY RAFFLES 
I have heard there is a dreadful whiff in this tunnel — you will 
say something if there is, won’t you? 


LORD RAFFLES 
Say something to whom, dear? 


LADY RAFFLES 
To Brunel. I won’t stand for a pong, not at a party. And — haha 
- if you observe any ghouls or goblins, we must report them too! 


LORD RAFFLES 
Yes, my dear. 


LADY RAFFLES 
That was a joke, Henry. Do acquire a sense of humour. 
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SCENE 11: INT. TUNNEL (BASE OF SHAFT) 


FX: TUNNEL ATMOS. THE DOCTOR AND ISAMBARD FINISH THE LAST FEW 
STEPS 


DOCTOR 
Those stepladders are far more pleasant on the way down! 


FX: THEY WALK TO WHERE THE BANQUET IS BEING ARRANGED — CLINKS OF 
CROCKERY AND CUTLERY 


ISAMBARD 

Ah, the long table is already set, good. It really will be quite 
remarkable. The finest crockery, the finest... by Jove, is that 
caviar? 


DOCTOR 
Your father doesn’t do anything by halves does, he? It’s like a 
royal reception down here. 


ISAMBARD 
He has never been afraid of spending our [money. ] 


FX: OFF, AN EIGHT-PIECE BRASS BAND BEGIN TO TUNE THEIR 
INSTRUMENTS. CONTINUING THROUGH... 


DOCTOR 
What on Earth...? 


BEAMISH 
(COMING OVER) Reckon these boys will raise the roof tonight, sir! 


ISAMBARD 
I hope not, Beamish. 


DOCTOR 
Wait — that’s the band of the Coldstream Guards! 


BEAMISH 
Old comrades of mine. Mr Isambard’s father has spared no 
expense. 


ISAMBARD 
Indeed. (UNDER HIS BREATH) This is how he ended up in a debtor’s 
cell last time... 


BEAMISH 
What’s that, sir? 
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ISAMBARD 
Nothing, Beamish. 


DOCTOR 
How long do we have before this shindig begins? 


BEAMISH 
Guests arrive within the hour, sir. 


ISAMBARD 
Beamish, my father has asked the Doctor to inspect the tunnel — 
in the hope of debunking our supposed hauntings. 


BEAMISH 
Oh, you an exorcist now? Well, follow me. 


FX: THEY WALK ON. CROSSFADE TO... 
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SCENE 12: INT. TUNNEL (CAVE-IN AREA) 


FX: THE DOCTOR, ISAMBARD AND BRUNEL APPROACH 


DOCTOR 
So this is where your man was drowned? 


BEAMISH 

That’s right. The water came through up there. Current was 
strong and swept them right back. Charlie grabbed hold, but John 
hit his head hard over there. Poor beggar. 


DOCTOR 
I think I’1ll take a closer look. 


FX: THE DOCTOR SPLASHES AWAY THROUGH THE PUDDLES 


ISAMBARD 
I hope this does some good, Beamish. I feel rather silly giving 
this pixie carte blanche. 


BEAMISH 
He may be more of a pixie than you think, sir. 


ISAMBARD 
Oh? 


BEAMISH 

Something very peculiar turned up ‘bout the same time he did. 
I’ll keep an eye on him here — if you head back through the 
second archway along, you’ll see it, clear enough. 


ISAMBARD 
What? What will I see? 
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SCENE 13: INT. TUNNEL (FURTHER DOWN) 


FX: THE DOCTOR INSPECTING THE CAVE-IN 


DOCTOR 
This looks like the heaviest damage. 


FX: HE TAKES OUT A SCANNING UNIT WHICH EMITS A LOW, REGULAR 
‘BLIP’ 


DOCTOR 
Let’s see if these ‘ghosts’ have left any fingerprints, shall we? 


FX: THE BLIPS INTENSIFY 


DOCTOR 

These levels of energy emission... something required a lot of 
power to be here. I can’t imagine Jacob Marley left a mess like 
this. 


FX: THE DOCTOR WALKS ON, THE BLIPS SPEED UP 


DOCTOR 
But the strongest trace isn’t in the damaged area... 


FX: BEAMISH APPROACHES 


BEAMISH 
You found something? 


DOCTOR 
Yes. What’s down in that direction? 


BEAMISH 

That’s the diggin’ end — the tunnel face. And one day, fingers 
crossed, it’ll be North Bank of the Thames. My boys should be 
finishing their shift about now. 


DOCTOR 
I’m tracking something that came that way — why don’t we follow 
the scent? 


FX: THEY WALK. CONTINUE INTO... 
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SCENE 14: INT. TUNNEL (NEAR GREAT SHIELD CONTINUOUS 
FX: DOCTOR AND BEAMISH WALKING — BLEEPING INTENSIFIES 


BEAMISH 
What is that toy of yours, Doctor? 


DOCTOR 
Oh, it’s rather like a water diviner, I suppose. 


BEAMISH 
Too much water round here. 


DOCTOR 
Indeed. So I gather you’re an ex-army man, Mr Beamish? 


BEAMISH 
Was a Coldstream Guard half my life — been in plenty of dingier, 
smellier holes than this. 


DOCTOR 
I think I’ve stopped noticing the odour. It’s like being on a 
farm. 


BEAMISH 
If you like. Here we are, the tunnel face — well, beyond the 
great shield, anyway. 


FX: THEY APPROACH THE GREAT SHIELD — A HUGE, LOUD MACHINE FULL 
OF MEN DIGGING AWAY AT THE TUNNEL FACE 


DOCTOR 
Ah, I’ve been looking forward to seeing this contraption. 


BEAMISH 
Famous already, ain’t she? Brunel senior’s proudest patent. 


DOCTOR 
There must be, what, thirty men up there? All digging away in 
unison. 


BEAMISH 
Thirty-six. (SHOUTING UP) Evenin’, lads! (TO THE DOCTOR) Three 
storeys of bloody-minded awfulness if you ask me - but it does 
the job. 
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DOCTOR 

Let me see if I have this right — each miner has his own work 
cell, the shield presses up against the tunnel face, and the 
thirty-six men all dig a few inches of what’s in front of them. 
They cover up the exposed earth with boards, allowing the whole 
shield to ratchet forward just a little. Then they take the 
boards off and dig again? 


BEAMISH 
That’s it. All the while, our brickies tidy things up behind us. 


DOCTOR 
And you move forward like a gigantic industrial worm. 


BEAMISH 
Till there’s light at the end of the tunnel. 


DOCTOR 
The basis of every tunnel excavation to follow.. I imagine. It’s 
quite the undertaking. 


BEAMISH 
And it’s over for another day. (SHOUTING) Shift’s done, lads! 
Good work! 


FX: THE WORKFORCE FINISH AND DESCEND 


DOCTOR 
Can we examine the tunnel face itself? 


BEAMISH 
Alright, but we’1ll have to shift a board or two. 


FX: THEY WALK TO THE SHIELD AND CLAMBER ONTO THE LOWER LEVEL 


BEAMISH 
(CALLING) Alfie, hand me that crowbar. 


DOCTOR 
Here, I can do that. 


FX: THE DOCTOR IS HANDED A CROWBAR AND HE TRIES TO PRISE OFF ONE 
OF THE WOODEN BOARDS 


DOCTOR 
(STRAINING) Yes, you evidently have a very healthy workforce! 
(STRAINS) There we go. 
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FX: THE BOARD IS RIPPED OFF, CLATTERS TO THE FLOOR. BLEEPING 
INTENSIFIES. 


DOCTOR 

Ah, as I suspected — the strongest trace is from beyond this 
point. Mr Beamish, whatever is ‘haunting’ you, you are digging 
straight towards it. 


BEAMISH 
Alright, but what about the other thing? 


DOCTOR 
What other thing? 


BEAMISH 
The puddles. 


DOCTOR 
What puddles? 


BEAMISH 
Look — on the tunnel floor. 


FX: THE SOUND OF RISING ENERGY 


DOCTOR 
Oh my. 


BEAMISH 
They’re blue. And they weren’t blue when we got here. 


DOCTOR 
They’re getting brighter — you don’t need the lamp to see. It’s 
like something is powering up, summoning its strength... 


FX: THE DOCTOR CROUCHES DOWN 


DOCTOR 
Mr Beamish, when the tunnel last flooded, what time was it? 


BEAMISH 
Around nine, I think, that’s what Charlie said. 


DOCTOR 
And the time before that? 


BEAMISH 
No idea. 
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DOCTOR 
But evening? After the shift ended? 


BEAMISH 
Would have been. 


DOCTOR 
And what time is it now? 


FX: BEAMISH PULLS OUT HIS POCKET WATCH 


BEAMISH 
Eight forty-five. 


DOCTOR 
Oh dear. 


BEAMISH 
Blimey. The banquet... 


DOCTOR 
Where’s Isambard? 


Page 32 
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SCENE 15: INT. TUNNEL (TARDIS AREA) 


FX: ISAMBARD WALKS TOWARDS THE TARDIS. 


ISAMBARD 
(READING) “Police... public... call... box.” — Doctor, what are you 
not telling me? 


FX: ISAMBARD MOVES CLOSER. WE HEAR THE TARDIS HUM 


ISAMBARD 
It breathes. A machine that breathes! I wonder... what lies within? 


FX: ISAMBARD RATTLES THE LOCKED DOOR 


DOCTOR 
(APPROACHING FROM OFF) Locked, I think you’1ll find. And it’s 
staying that way. 


ISAMBARD 
Doctor, there is something wonderful about your box. Show it to 
me. 


DOCTOR 
Not now. Mr Brunel, I need your help. People may be in danger. 


ISAMBARD 
Please, you must show me what is inside. 


DOCTOR 
Isambard, please... 


ISAMBARD 
Then I will come with you, I promise. 


DOCTOR 
You promise? 


ISAMBARD 
On my honour. 


DOCTOR 
I don’t normally allow this, but.. as it’s you. Just a quick peek. 


FX: THE DOCTOR UNLOCKS AND OPENS THE DOOR, THE WONDERFUL SOUND 
OF THE TARDIS INTERIOR. 
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ISAMBARD 

Oh... Oh my word. She... she is a world of her own. A world of light 
and symmetry and - 

FX: THE DOCTOR QUICKLY SHUTS THE DOOR 


DOCTOR 
And that’s quite enough for now. 


ISAMBARD 
I.. Thank you, Doctor. 


DOCTOR 
Now, do hurry up — we have to go to dinner. 


FX: THE DOCTOR LOCKS THE DOOR AND POCKETS THE KEY 
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SCENE 16: INT. TUNNEL (BANQUET AREA) 


FX: GUESTS ARE ARRIVING. MARC IS CIRCULATING 


MARC 
Ah! Good evening, your ladyship — I’m so glad you could join us. 


LADY RAFFLES 
Most charming to behold the fruits of our venture at last, Mr 
Brunel. (TO LORD RAFFLES) Don’t you agree, darling? 


LORD RAFFLES 
Quite so, my dear. 


MARC 

Please, make yourself comfortable. We have a large selection of 
wines, and I believe the chefs are just bringing down the 
aperitifs. 


FX: THE COLDSTREAM GUARDS STRIKE UP ‘RULE BRITANNIA’ (OR 
ANYTHING PRE-1828) AS ISAMBARD AND THE DOCTOR ARRIVE 


DOCTOR 
It seems your father has invited half of London society. 


ISAMBARD 
Ever the gambler. 


DOCTOR 

Isambard, we can’t let this go ahead. If I’m right, your ghosts 
are on as much of a schedule as you are — and their shift is 
just about to start. 


FX: MARC APPROACHES 


MARC 
Ah, Doctor, how was your ghost hunt? 


DOCTOR 
Mr Brunel, your guests must be evacuated at once — they are all 
in great danger. 


MARC 
What? 
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DOCTOR 

Your digging is provoking something. Something very powerful. It 
wants to push you back, drive you out — and I suspect it won’t 
stop until you’re gone. 


MARC 

Doctor, I thought you were a man of learning. Why do you come to 
me with this nonsense? The two of you will take a seat — the 
meal is about to begin. 


DOCTOR 
Please, you’re making a mistake. 


MARC 
Then let me make it. I’ve made plenty before, and I forge on. 


DOCTOR 
This is madness. (RAISES HIS VOICE) Quiet! — Quiet!!! 


FX: THE BAND FALLS SILENT 


DOCTOR 
(ALOUD) Everyone, listen — this tunnel is under imminent threat 
from an electronically charged energy being! 


LADY RAFFLES 
Oh, do speak English, man! 


DOCTOR 
(SIGHS) Have it your way: this tunnel is haunted - we must 
evacuate immediately! 


MARC 

(TO ALL) Ah, it would appear that our entertainment has started 
early — bravo, sir! And a little topicality with some of the 
absurd rumours I’ve been hearing — very witty! 


GUESTS — WILDTRACK: 
(ALL LAUGH) 


DOCTOR 
I’m serious! You’re all in danger! 


GUESTS — WILDTRACK: 
(MORE LAUGHING) 


DOCTOR 
Stop laughing! Are people not afraid of danger anymore? 
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MARC 
Excellent comedy! Doctor, please take a seat — we shall return 
to you later. 


FX: DEJECTED DOCTOR AND ISAMBARD SIT. LADY RAFFLES LEANS OVER: 


LADY RAFFLES 
Oh bravo — so you are a comedian? 


DOCTOR 
A comedian, madam?? 


LADY RAFFLES 
Oh! A miner, then? 


DOCTOR 
My lady, I am not. 


LADY RAFFLES 
Oh, well, do let me know if you see one. I’m terribly keen to 
meet a miner. 


DOCTOR 
I shall alert you at once. Isambard — you believe me, don’t you? 


ISAMBARD 
You have mysteries, Doctor — wonders. If this tunnel is haunted 
then it is your kin. I do believe you. 


DOCTOR 
Then help me convince your father, before it’s too late. 


ISAMBARD 
He will not listen to me. 


FX: MARC RAPS GLASS WITH KNIFE, ALL FALL SILENT 


MARC 
Good evening, ladies and gentlemen, and welcome... to the Thames 
Tunnel! 


GUESTS — WILDTRACK: 
(CHEER) 
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MARC 

You may be a generous sponsor, a supporter on the political 
stage, or one of our tireless team of staff, but you are here 
because you are dear to this endeavor. Because you are dear to 
me. This is a great city, but only a very few bridges straddle 
its mighty river of trade. Now, we have chosen not to go over, 
but under! 


FX: HUGE APPLAUSE 


MARC 
Those wretched little boatmen will despise us! 


GUESTS — WILDTRACK: 
(LAUGH) 


MARC 
I want you to know that — although we face many obstacles, we 
will - 


LADY RAFFLES 
(SHRIEKING) Look! What is that?! 


FX: THE SOUND OF THE BLUE LADY — FLOATING ALONG THE TABLE. THE 
GUESTS GASP 


LORD RAFFLES 
A spectre! 


ISAMBARD 
Good lord... she is real... 


DOCTOR 
The blue lady. She’s come to dinner. 


MARC 

Please, everyone, remain calm. This is some form of trickery. 
Magician, reveal your apparatus — what keeps you afloat above 
the earth like that? 


FX: THE BLUE LADY FLOATS CLOSE TO HIM 


MARC 
What is that you have there? 


ALAYNA GHOST 
This is for Alayna. 
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FX: SHE DROPS A BRICK TO THE FLOOR. SUDDENLY THE AIR IS FULL OF 
DOZENS OF GHOSTS — ALL EMITTING AN UNEARTHLY SHRIEK 


ISAMBARD 
There are hordes of them! 


DOCTOR 
And they don’t seem happy. 


ISAMBARD 
Where are they coming from?! 


MIKKA GHOST 
This is for Mikka. 


LUKKHAS GHOST 
(MALFUNCTIONING SLIGHTLY) This... zz.. is for... zz... Lukkhas. 


DOCTOR 
That’s new — a ghost with a glitch! 


JAYA GHOST 
This is for Jaya. 


FX: A DOZEN BRICKS DROP TO THE FLOOR 


MARC 
Oh my.. what have I done? 


DOCTOR 
(SHOUTING) Mr Brunel — you may have served a death sentence on 
us all! 


FX: A CRACKING SOUND FROM THE TUNNEL BRICKWORK 


GUESTS — WILDTRACK: 
(SHRIEKS OF ALARM) 


ISAMBARD 
The roof! The Thames is coming in! 


DOCTOR 
Everybody — RUN! 


FX: A DEAFENING CRASH, SOUND OF RIVER RUSHING IN 


END OF PART ONE 
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PART TWO 


REPRISE: 


ISAMBARD 
The roof! The Thames is coming in! 


DOCTOR 
Everybody — RUN! 


FX: A DEAFENING CRASH, SOUND OF RIVER RUSHING IN 


SCENE CONTINUES: 


SCENE 17: INT. TUNNEL (BANQUET AREA CONTINUOUS 


ISAMBARD 
You heard the man — everybody, get to the South Shaft! 


FX: FLOOD WATER, GUESTS SCREAMING 


LORD RAFFLES 
Good lord — it’s freezing! 


LADY RAFFLES 
This is an absolute nightmare! 


DOCTOR 
Everybody, please - I recommend as much haste as you can muster! 


MARC 
Isambard, we must protect our guests! 


ISAMBARD 
That is what we are doing! 


MARC 
This is a disaster. 


FX: THE WATER IS RISING. MORE SCREAMS. BEAMISH IS ROUNDING UP 
THE COLDSTREAM GUARDS. 


BEAMISH 
Come on, lads — leave those instruments behind! 
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COLDSTREAM GUARD 
I’m not going nowhere without me tuba! 


BEAMISH 
Please yourself — just get to the ladders! 


FX: THE WATER RUSHES IN 


LADY RAFFLES 
Help, help! It is up to my waist! I cannot move! 


DOCTOR 
Your ladyship, the fashion of the era is hardly practical. I 
think a piggyback may be in order? 


LADY RAFFLES 
I beg your pardon? 


DOCTOR 
You on top, obviously. Come on, climb aboard! 


LADY RAFFLES 
(SCRAMBLING UP - EFFORT) Well, I never! 


DOCTOR 
(TAKES THE STRAIN) (HER HANDS ON HIS FACE) Hnghh! 


LADY RAFFLES 
What’s that? 


DOCTOR 
(THROUGH HER HANDS) Please — hands on shoulders, not on face! 


FX: ELSEWHERE, THE WATER IS SWIRLING, STILL POURING IN 


LORD RAFFLES 
Help — help me! 


ISAMBARD 
Swim to me, m’Lord. Put your back into it! 


LORD RAFFLES 
But I cannot swim! 


ISAMBARD 
Get a hold of my hand! — There, I’ve got you! Now, pull yourself 
along the guard rail to the ladders — that’s it! 
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LORD RAFFLES 
This is intolerable! 


ISAMBARD 
You are most welcome. 


FX: ELSEWHERE, THE WATER HAS MORE OF A CURRENT 


LADY RAFFLES 
(ON DOCTOR’S SHOULDERS) Oh, what a desperate evening! 


DOCTOR 
(WADING THROUGH) Yes, well, if everybody had just listened to me! 


LADY RAFFLES 
Well, if you weren’t speaking such nonsense, maybe we would have! 


DOCTOR 
Charming. Can your Ladyship reach the rail aboove? 


LADY RAFFLES 
I think so! 


DOCTOR 
Good. (EFFORT) Up you go... 


FX: LADY RAFFLES GRABS A RAILING 


LADY RAFFLES 
Ooop! Thank you, my Samaritan! 


FX: THE DOCTOR IS HIT BY A RUSH OF CURRENT. 


DOCTOR 
(BEING DRAGGED AWAY) You’re welcoooo0c0c0000ooone...! 


LADY RAFFLES 
Oh! Somebody save that Samaritan! 


FX: ELSEWHERE, WATER STILL RISING 


ISAMBARD 
Beamish! How many souls unaccounted for? 


BEAMISH 
Just a couple — but I reckon the current’s getting stronger! 


DW #239: IRON BRIGHT by Chris Chapman (006-last CC edits) Page 43 


MARC 
(SWIMMING OVER) We can’t afford to lose anyone — can you imagine 
the publicity? 


ISAMBARD 
Papa, please go — get yourself home. 


MARC 
Very well. Do everything you can. 


ISAMBARD 
Of course. 


FX: MARC SWIMS TOWARDS THE SOUTH SHAFT 


BEAMISH 
We’d better get out too, sir — I can’t touch the bottom no more. 


ISAMBARD 
Not just yet, Beamish - where is the... 


FX: THE DOCTOR IS WASHED PAST BY THE CURRENT 


DOCTOR 
Whoooaahh! 


ISAMBARD 
Doctor!! 


DOCTOR 
(OFF — THROUGH MOUTHFULS OF WATER) I’d forgotten how tasty the 
Thames is! 


BEAMISH 
Current’s got him! He’ll bash his brains out on the far arch! 


ISAMBARD 
Not if I have any say. 


FX: ISAMBARD LAUNCHES HIMSELF AFTER THE DOCTOR, WHO IS TRYING TO 
FIGHT AGAINST THE CURRENT 


ISAMBARD 
Doctor! Doctor!! The archway ahead!! 
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DOCTOR 
(STRUGGLING AGAINST CURRENT) What? — (SEES IT) Oh no! 


ISAMBARD 
Here... give me your hand! 


DOCTOR 
(REACHES — EFFORT) Got it! 


BEAMISH 
(OFF) Heave, sir!! Heave!! 


ISAMBARD 
(EFFORT) I am heaving!! 


BEAMISH 
(OFF) That’s it, sir, you’ve got him! 


DOCTOR 
(BREATHLESS — DRAGGED OUT OF CURRENT) Thank you for coming back 
for me, Isambard. Urgh, I must have swallowed half the Thames. 


ISAMBARD 
(BREATHLESS) Then perhaps, Doctor, you should try to keep your 
mouth shut in future? 


DOCTOR 
Touché. Come on, let’s get out of here. 


FX: THEY SWIM OFF AS THE WATER RUSHES ON. SLOW FADE OUT. 
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SCENE 18: INT. BEDROOM 


FX: FADE UP. DISTANT BIRDSONG. DOCTOR SNORING VERY SOFTLY. FLO 
APPROACHES FROM OFF, SETS DOWN A TEA TRAY. 


FLO 
Wake up, Doctor, sir. 


DOCTOR 
(SLEEPILY) Mmm...? 


FLO 
It’s eight of the clock already. 


DOCTOR 
(MUTTERED) It’s alright, we still have forty rels to save Skaro 
from destruction... 


FLO 
Sires 


DOCTOR 
(SUDDENLY) Eight o’clock?! 


FLO 
Yes, Sir. (FX: SHE BEGINS TO POUR TEA FROM POT INTO CUP) You 
asked me to bring you your tea at eight of the clock, sir. 


DOCTOR 
LL did? 


FLO 
Last night, sir. (FX: STIRRING TEA) When you and Mr Isambard 
returned to the house, soggy like sewer rats. 


DOCTOR 
(REMEMBERS NOW) Isambard! Yes! That’s where I am. — How is young 
Mr Brunel? 


FLO 
Snoring like a thunderstorm. You’ve both been through the 
wringer, Sir. (PASSING CUP) Here you are, sir. 


DOCTOR 
Enough of the sirs, Florence. ‘Doctor’ will suffice. (HE TAKES A 
SIP) Lovely tea. 
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FLO 
I heard you were very brave last night, Doctor. 


DOCTOR 
Not as brave as young Isambard, diving in to free me from that 
current. 


FLO 

He’s always been a little brave, the young master. He was always 
one of the smallest kiddies — and he’s still not a tall fella, 
not without his big hat — but he’s always stood up for himself. 
Site 


DOCTOR 
Yes...? 


FLO 
I hope you don’t mind me asking, but as I’ve got you to myself — 
did you see them? 


DOCTOR 
See what? 


FLO 
Them ghosts! I heard they float around in chimney soot, nicking 
bricks — is that right? 


MARC 
(FROM THE DOOR) Now, Florence, that’s enough gossip. 


FLO 
I’m sorry, Mr Brunel. 


MARC 
I have a task for you. The real doctor prescribed a certain 
tonic for our patients. Kindly fetch it from the druggist’s. 


FLO 
Yes, Mr Brunel, of course. 


FX: AS SHE EXITS 
MARC 
(CALLING AFTER) And take the back route, girl, so you are not 


detained in conversation with the market folk! 


DOCTOR 
Really, Mr Brunel, I’m not in need of medicine. 
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MARC 
Oh, Doctor, what are we to do? 


DOCTOR 
Ah, yes. About these “apparitions” — 


MARC 
I imagine half of London will have heard about last night by now. 
This could bury me. 


DOCTOR 
Well, your uninvited guests don’t seem to want you digging any 
further. Maybe you should be listening to them. 


MARC 
And that’s it? You want me to just give up? 


DOCTOR 
Well, I — 


MARC 
I will not have my ambitions interfered with. 


DOCTOR 
Yes, I suspected as much. 


MARC 

The tunnel is being pumped dry as we speak. I have quadrupled my 
workforce to accelerate matters. We will dig for the truth. 
Meanwhile, I’m looking for any answers I can find. 


DOCTOR 
Well, for what it’s worth, they’re not ghosts. 


MARC 
No? 


DOCTOR 

They can move through rock, but they are solid enough to 
manhandle your stonework. They must be, at least partly, 
tangible. 


MARC 
So they can be fought? 
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DOCTOR 

Not advisable. I’d be more curious about who they’re fighting 
for. They seem automated, programmed. One of them was 
malfunctioning - as a machine would. 


MARC 
A machine? 


DOCTOR 
Not all machines are metal. 


MARC 
Machines are my trade, Doctor. Anything else? 


DOCTOR 
Only to say, you’re making a mistake. Call off your dig. 


MARC 
Rest a while longer, Doctor. I have business to attend to. 


FX: MARC EXITS, CLOSING DOOR 
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SCENE 19: EXT. ALLEY 
FX: FLO WALKING DOWN A COBBLED ALLEY 


FLO 
(TO SELF) “Take the back route, so you are not detained in 
conversation.” Cheek of it! Still, as his lordship [commands—] 


FX: CRACKLE OF ELECTRICITY FROM BEHIND FLO 


FLO 
What was that-? 


TAN 
(FROM ABOVE) Hello! 


FLO 
Aah! — Who said that? — Show yerself! 


TAN 
(ABOVE) Up here! 


FLO 
(SEES HER ABOVE) What the ‘eck...?! 


TAN 
How’s the visibility — can you see me? 


FLO 
Miss, I can! Though I don’t know if I believe in you! What are 
you doing sat up in the sky? 


TAN 
This is my only option — a low security window! 


FLO 
What? 


TAN 
Look, I need you to catch me, OK? 


FLO 
WHAT?? It’s a twenty-foot drop! 


TAN 
Don’t worry, I’m quite light! 
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FLO 
It’s like the bouquet at me sister’s wedding all over again... 


TAN 
Here I come! 


FX: TAN JUMPS THROUGH THE PORTAL — FRAZZLE SOUND 


TAN 
Wooooahhh! 


FX: FLO CATCHES HER BUT IS KNOCKED TO THE FLOOR. THERE IS A 
CRUNCHING SOUND TOO 


FLO 
Ooof! Gotcha. 


TAN 
You did it! 


FLO 
Never knew I had it in me. 


TAN 
Now, Flo, you’ve.. (WEAKENING, AS IF POISONED) always been... 
awesome. 


FLO 
How do you know my name? 


TAN 
I... Oh... no... 


FX: TAN HOLDS UP A SMALL METALLIC BALL, NOW BROKEN 


FLO 
What’s that little ball thing, then? 


TAN 
My atmos-sphere [SIC] .. damaged in the fall... (GASPS, BREATHLESS) 


FLO 
Miss, your face - what’s happening to your face? 


TAN 
(GASPING, BREATHLESS, COUGHING) I can’t... please... 
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FLO 

You've got black stains spillin’ across your skin, miss — like 
inky paper! 

TAN 


I have... (COUGH, GASP) .. a message. Please... take me to the Doctor! 
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SCENE 20: EXT. TUNNEL ENTRANCE 
FX: LONDON STREET; MARC APPROACHES BEAMISH 


MARC 
You look a little drier, Mr Beamish. 


BEAMISH 
Morning, Mr Brunel. A warm bath and a fresh set of clothes seem 
to have sorted me right out. How is young Isambard? 


MARC 
The boy is recovering. 


BEAMISH 
He did well last night. Plenty of folk battered and bruised, but 
no souls lost — bit of a miracle, that. 


MARC 
(IMPATIENT) Yes, yes. How proceeds the pumping? 


BEAMISH 
Getting on alright. The lads are scared to death doing it, but 
double pay tends to fix that. 


MARC 
I wish to inspect the damage. 


BEAMISH 
Tunnel’s still half full of water — you won’t see nothing down 
there just yet. 


MARC 
If not from below, then from above — from the Thames? 


BEAMISH 
Yer what? 


MARC 
Mr Beamish, I should like you to requisition us a diving bell. 


DW #239: IRON BRIGHT by Chris Chapman (006-last CC edits) Page 53 


SCENE 21: INT. ISAMBARD’S BEDROOM 
FX: THE DOCTOR KNOCKS ON ISAMBARD’S DOOR, ISAMBARD IN BED 


ISAMBARD 
(GROGGY) Come in. 


FX: DOOR OPENS 


DOCTOR 
Good day, Isambard. How are you feeling? 


ISAMBARD 
The roar of water in a confined space — a cannon is nothing to 
it. Did everyone get out? 


DOCTOR 
Yes, they did. 


ISAMBARD 
Thank goodness. 


DOCTOR 
But we have other concerns. Your tunnel is full of blue 
apparitions and your father won’t stop digging. 


ISAMBARD 
That is what he does. He will not let anything get in his way. 


DOCTOR 
He intimidates you, doesn’t he? Just a little. 


ISAMBARD 
My father casts quite the shadow. 


DOCTOR 
All sons eclipse their fathers one day. I’m sure you will too. 


ISAMBARD 
You are an optimist. 


DOCTOR 
I am. At least he gave you the right kind of name. 


ISAMBARD 
I’m sorry? 
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DOCTOR 
‘Tsambard’, I believe it means — 


ISAMBARD 
‘Iron Bright’, Germanic origin, I am told. 


DOCTOR 
A good, sturdy name. So parents do get some things right. 


ISAMBARD 
Perhaps. Were you close to your father, Doctor? 


DOCTOR 
Oh: 


FX: THE BEDROOM DOOR IS SWUNG OPEN. FLO RUSHES IN 


FLO 
(BIT BREATHLESS) Doctor, here you are — 


ISAMBARD 
Florence! Knock and enter, girl, my father has told you often 
enough— 


FLO 
Doctor, you have to help! 


DOCTOR 
What’s wrong? 


FLO 
Come downstairs quick. A lady fell out the sky, and she wants to 
talk to you! 
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SCENE 22: INT. DRAWING ROOM 


FX: WHILE FLO, THE DOCTOR & ISAMBARD CLATTER DOWNSTAIRS AND INTO 
THE HALLWAY OFF... 


TAN 
(WHEEZING, GASPING FOR AIR) Hurry... Doctor! 


FLO 
(OFF) She’s through here, sirs. 


TAN 
(WHEEZING) Hurry! 


FX: FLO, DOCTOR & ISAMBARD ENTER 


FLO 
(APPROACHING) Heavens, she’s even worse than she was a minute 
ago. 


TAN 
(WHEEZING) Doctor...! 


FLO 
Try not to talk now. 


DOCTOR 
(CROUCHING) Good grief, what’s happened to her face? 


ISAMBARD 
Her skin is burnt — like the ghosts! 


FLO 
Just after she landed, these marks started spreadin’. 


DOCTOR 
What is it? Some kind of reaction? An allergy? 


TAN 
Your world... poisoning me. 


FX: TAN GASPING, THE DOCTOR EXAMINES HER 


DOCTOR 
I don’t think she’s human. 


ISAMBARD 
I beg your pardon?! 
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DOCTOR 
Well, when people start talking about “your world” it’s a bit of 
a giveaway! 


FX: TAN’S GASPING INCREASING, AS IF SHE’S UNDER WATER 


FLO 
You’re a doctor — do something! She’s dying! 


DOCTOR 
I suspect she’s not accustomed to the Earth’s atmosphere. It’s 
burning right through her lungs. 


FLO 
She was talking about some little ball thing she broke when she 
fell — here — I brought it back. 


FX: FLO HOLDS UP THE BROKEN BALL 
DOCTOR 
Oh, Florence, that could be just what we need — let me take a 


look... 


TAN 
(GASPING) 


FX: THE DOCTOR EXAMINES THE SPHERE 
DOCTOR 
A fairly clear design, with a fairly clear fault - all it needs 


is a little doctoring... 


TAN 
(GASPING INCREASES — AND CONTINUES ) 


ISAMBARD 
Whatever you are going to do, hurry up with it! 


DOCTOR 
(FIDDLING WITH THE SPHERE) Nearly got it... 


TAN 
She won’t last much longer! 


DOCTOR 
And I think it fits back together like... 
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FX: THE SPHERE CLICKS TOGETHER 


DOCTOR 
There we go! My dear — 


TAN 
Uhh? 


DOCTOR 
- can you hold this for me, just grip it in your hand nice and 
ponko deh on 


FX: THERE IS A ‘VRRRR’ AND THEN AN ENERGY BUBBLES EXPANDS OUT 
FROM THE SPHERE, ENVELOPING TAN 


FLO 
Oh my goodness! You’ve put her in a bubble! 


DOCTOR 
Indeed! This clever device of hers creates some kind of personal 
atmosphere around its user. It seems to be helping already... 


TAN 
(RECOVERING SLIGHTLY) I... I... thank you... Doctor. 


DOCTOR 
You’re most welcome. (TO FLO) She’s still very weak — close to 
unconsciousness. (TO TAN) What is your name, my dear? 


TAN 
My... name is... Tan... 


DOCTOR 
Glad to meet you, Tan. You seem to already know my name — why is 
that? 


TAN 
I must... tell you... through your tunnel... there is another... 


DOCTOR 
Another what, my dear? Don’t talk if it hurts too much. 


TAN 
Another... world. 
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SCENE 23: EXT. THAMES PONTOON 


FX: BIRDS OVERHEAD, LAPPING WATER, A DIVING BELL IS BEING LIFTED 
BY A CRANE 


BEAMISH 
Alright — bring it down a bit, bit more — and drop. 


FX: A SPLASH AS IT DROPS INTO THE WATER 


BEAMISH 
Good work lads. Mr Brunel? 


MARC 
(SOME WAY OFF) Are we ready? 


BEAMISH 

Yep. Expensive things, these diving bells, but we’re set. Crane 
on this boat will get us into place and then lower us down like 
an anchor. 


MARC 
And we'll be able to see out? 


BEAMISH 
River’s pretty mucky — but you should see enough through the 
glass. 


MARC 
Excellent. 


BEAMISH 
I’ve slung up a few sandbags we can use to clog the hole from 
this side. Every bit helps. 


MARC 
Very well then — all aboard! 


FX: A CREAK AS THE HATCH OF THE DIVING BELL IS OPENED 
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SCENE 24: INT. DRAWING ROOM 


FLO 
“Another world”. Oh my. Has she come from Heaven, or Hell? 


DOCTOR 
Neither, I imagine. Where are you from, Tan? 


TAN 
(RECOVERING, BUT STILL WEAK) Luceat... 


DOCTOR 
Luceat? I’m not familiar. 


TAN 
You are all in danger. You have killed. Now... now we are to 
attack. 


ISAMBARD 
We haven’t killed anyone! 


TAN 
Had to warn you. Warn you about... about the Tributes... 


FX: TAN FAINTS WITHIN THE BUBBLE, LOLLING GENTLY TO ONE SIDE 


FLO 
(WORRIED) Doctor... is she...? 


DOCTOR 

Out like a light. But that’s all, I’d say. She could sleep for 
hours, maybe days, it’s hard to tell, her physiognomy is quite 
unusual. 


ISAMBARD 
Doctor. You have some explaining to do. 


DOCTOR 
All in good time. Florence — Flo — maybe we could see our friend 
here to the guest bedroom? I shan’t be needing it any longer. 


FLO 
Certainly, sir — and Flo is what I like. 


ISAMBARD 
But is it safe to move her? 
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DOCTOR 
Oh, her bubble appears quite stable. Make sure she keeps hold of 
the sphere, that’s crucial. 


FLO 
I understand. Well, I don’t. But let’s say I do. 


DOCTOR 
Isambard - one shoulder each, let’s carry her upstairs. 


ISAMBARD 
Me? I’m not sure I — 


FLO 
Tell you what, young master — you make sure she keeps hold of 
that silver ball of hers. The Doctor and I, we can carry her. 


ISAMBARD 
Very well. 


FLO 
Come on, then. After three — 


DOCTOR 
Three. 


FLO/DOCTOR: 
(HEFT TAN) 


TAN 
(GROANS SOFTLY, BUT REMAINS UNCONSCIOUS ) 


FLO 
(HEFTING TAN) She’s light as a feather, this one! 


ISAMBARD 
I’1ll get the doors... 


FX: ALL EXIT, FLO AND DOCTOR SUPPORTING TAN. 
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SCENE 25: INT. DIVING BELL (UNDERWATER) 


FX: CLONK-CLONK OF THE DIVING BELL BEING LOWERED DOWN 


MARC 
Truly, the Thames water is a vile soup. 


BEAMISH 
Well, the whole city’s business ends up down here. 


MARC 
Deeply unpleasant. 


BEAMISH 
Getting close to the river bed now. 


MARC 
(POINTING OUT) There, see? Bubbles! — From the tunnel breach? 


BEAMISH 
I see. Let’s get these sandbags dropped. 


FX: ‘SNAP’, THEN ‘THUD’ SOUNDS AS THE SANDBAGS LAND. 


MARC 
And something else. Look there, Beamish — over by the North Bank! 
A luminescence! 


BEAMISH 
That’s on the course of the tunnel, that is, just beyond where 
we're digging. 


MARC 
I see a vision within the light... Buildings — bridges and towers, 
tall glass towers, like, like... 


BEAMISH 
Like what, sir? 


MARC 
Like a city! 
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SCENE 26: INT. DRAWING ROOM 
FX: AS THE DOCTOR ENTERS... 


ISAMBARD 
Well, Doctor? The young woman, is she awake? 


DOCTOR 
Not yet, I’m afraid. 


ISAMBARD 
But we must speak further with her! 


DOCTOR 
That will have to wait until she’s properly recovered. 


ISAMBARD 
So when will that be? 


DOCTOR 
I don’t know. 


ISAMBARD 
But you seem to know everything. That silver sphere she brought 
with her — you made it work as if by.. Well, as if by magic! 


DOCTOR 
None of this is magic, Isambard — I am a man of nuts and bolts. 
An advocate of science and technology, like yourself. 


ISAMBARD 

It gratifies me to hear that, but.. someone who arrives dressed 
in such an incongruous fashion — who brings with him a blue box 
with innards larger than its frame, who can grow bubbles to save 
lives. Doctor, who are you? 


DOCTOR 
Just think of me as a friend. That’s all. If my ways and manners 
seem a little strange then... such is life. It’s a strange world. 


ISAMBARD 

At this moment, engineering may change everything. What did you 
call it? An ‘Industrial Revolution’? I imagine a world clad in 
iron, bathed in function. You could help me forge that world, 
Doctor. 


DOCTOR 
I don’t think you need my help for that. 
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FX: THE FRONT DOOR SLAMS, OFF. 


ISAMBARD 
But I do! 


MARC 
(RUSHING IN) Isambard? Doctor? 


ISAMBARD 
Papa? What is it? 


MARC 
Gentlemen — great excitement! I.. I need to sit down. 


DOCTOR 
Then sit down, dear chap. 


FX: MARC SLUMPS INTO A CHAIR 


MARC 
Quite the day... 


ISAMBARD 
Don’t keep us in suspense, Papa. 


MARC 

I always knew that our Tunnel was a project of great potential, 
but even I hadn’t bargained for this. Like the great pioneers, 
we have the opportunity to step foot on the soil of a new world! 


DOCTOR 
(A LOOK TO ISAMBARD) A new world? 


MARC 

On the bed of the Thames, the route of our tunnel intersects 
with some kind of... portal. Through it, I saw a gleaming city. 
That is why these demons are sent against us — because we are on 
the precipice of capturing something wondrous! 


DOCTOR 
I’m sorry? ‘Capturing’? 


MARC 
We have a responsibility to the King to set our flag wherever we 
venture. 
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DOCTOR 
Please — you’re French! 


MARC 
Imagine the glory that could be ours, the discoveries. And the 
earnings... 


DOCTOR 
What?? 


MARC 
I had always hoped to charge the public to walk our tunnel, but 
now, I can charge them to access another reality! 


DOCTOR 
Tourism? You’re thinking about tourism? 


MARC 
Isambard, I want you to go and oversee the digging, at once. 


ISAMBARD 
Papa, we’ve just been warned of the danger of this new world. 


DOCTOR 
A most severe warning. 


MARC 
I’m sure there is danger — these ‘ghosts’ are hardly a welcome 
party. But with the might of the Empire behind us... 


DOCTOR 
I cannot be part of a colonial invasion — you can’t just see 
somewhere new and think “looks nice — I’1l take it!” 


MARC 
Their city is in the way of my tunnel. That’s not my fault. 


DOCTOR 
Well I - 


MARC 
Isambard — be brave for me, I know you have it in you. 


ISAMBARD 
Very well, Papa, I will do it. 


DOCTOR 
WHAT? 
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MARC 


Doctor, go with him — your knowledge of these beings may prove 
invaluable. 


ISAMBARD 


We will commence the digging as soon as the great shield is 
operational. 


DOCTOR 
Isambard... 


MARC 
Good boy. Break through to this portal and then notify me. I 
should like us to step through together. 


ISAMBARD 
As you wish, Papa. 


FX: AS HE AND THE DOCTOR EXIT... 


DOCTOR 
Isambard. A word, if I may... 


MARC 
(TO SELF) Great excitement. Such great excitement!! 
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SCENE 27: INT. TUNNEL (BY GREAT SHIELD) 


FX: FADE UP. ISAMBARD AND THE DOCTOR WALK THROUGH PUDDLES 


DOCTOR 
Isambard, please, why won’t you listen to reason? 


ISAMBARD 

I’m extremely reasonable, Doctor. This is my chance to show Papa 
what I am capable of. You said yourself — all sons eclipse their 
fathers one day. Maybe this is my day. 


DOCTOR 
This is not quite what I had in mind! 


FX: BEAMISH STEPS FORWARD TO MEET THEM 


BEAMISH 
Gents. 


ISAMBARD 
Mr Beamish! The men have done an astounding job on the pumps. 


BEAMISH 
That’s the kind of enthusiasm double pay gets you. And on top of 
that, the shield is dry and good to go. 


ISAMBARD 
Excellent — then have the digging recommence at once. 


BEAMISH 
Aye aye. (MOVES OFF, CALLING) Alright, lads — back to work! 


WORKMEN - WILDTRACK 
Yes boss! 


FX: THE DIGGING GETS UNDERWAY 
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SCENE 28: INT. MARC’S STUDY 
FX: TAN IS PERUSING BOOKS, THE BUBBLE STILL PULSING. FLO ENTERS 


FLO 
Blimey, Miss, you’re up and about! 


TAN 
A beautiful library you have here — I can finally get my hands 
on all these lovely books! 


FLO 

Not mine, Miss. Mr Brunel senior’s. And he wouldn’t like to find 
you in his study. I reckon you should be back in bed, Miss — 
like the Doctor said - 


FX: TAN LEAFS THROUGH A BOOK 


TAN 
‘Gulliver’s Travels’... do you think they’d let me borrow this? 


FLO 
I dunno about that, Miss. 


TAN 
Maybe you’re right — who knows when they’d get it back. 


FX: SHE PUTS THE BOOK BACK 


FLO 
You must be parched, Miss. Do you want some tea? 


TAN 
Oh, I’d love that. I’ve heard a lot about tea. 


FLO 
You’ve never had tea? Well, we can fix that. You get back to the 


bedroom, mind! 


FX: FLO EXITS 
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SCENE 29: INT. TUNNEL (BY GREAT SHIELD) 


FX: SOUND OF DIGGING 


ISAMBARD 
Whatever’s behind that tunnel face, we shall reach it soon 
enough. 


DOCTOR 

And then what? I’m all for exploration, but we know very little 
about what’s beyond this wall. Tan tried to warn us — she risked 
her life to warn us. We’d be better off waiting to talk to her 
further. 


ISAMBARD 
There’s no time. And you said yourself she could be asleep for 
days. 


DOCTOR 
Well, it could be days, it could be hours! 


ISAMBARD 
Please, Doctor, I need your help. 


DOCTOR 
(GRUDGINGLY) Well... luckily for you, I am rather curious by 
nature. But.. let’s just take this slowly, shall we? 


ISAMBARD 
That is the only speed we travel at down here. 


FX: THE DIGGING CONTINUES 
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SCENE 30: INT. BEDROOM 
FX: FLO POURING TEA 


FLO 
Don’t know how anybody gets by without tea. Get that down you. 


TAN 
Thank you. (SIPS) Oh - hot! And it.. wraps itself all through 
your mouth, doesn’t it? I like it. I have had tea. Tea! 


FLO 
Plenty more where that came from. Gallons. 


TAN 
You know, I am feeling better. Not just the tea — your Doctor is 
a very clever chap, figuring out my atmos-sphere. 


FLO 
Yes. Far too clever for me. 


TAN 
Nonsense, Flo! 


FLO 
And that’s another thing — how come you know my name? 


TAN 
Well, let’s just say, I’m an avid viewer. 


FLO 
Nobody answers questions proper these days, do they? 


TAN 
The Doctor — where did he go? 


FLO 
Mr Brunel senior said the Doctor and the young master have gone 
back to get the digging underway. 


TAN 
WHAT? 


FLO 
That bad then? 
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SCENE 31: INT. TUNNEL (BY GREAT SHIELD) 


FX: THE DIGGING CONTINUES 


BEAMISH 
Making good progress, sir! 


ISAMBARD 
Excellent, thank you, Beamish. 


FX: THE DOCTOR TAKING READINGS ON HIS GADGET (AS IN PART ONE) 


DOCTOR 
Energy readings are spiking... I think we’ll reach our target 
imminently... 


ISAMBARD 
And no sign of our spectral friends. 


DOCTOR 
No, that is peculiar. I suppose it’s earlier in the day, maybe 
they really are on a schedule? 


ISAMBARD 
Scheduled ghosts. Our enemies are so civil. 


FX: A HUGE CRUNCH FROM THE SHIELD. THE DIGGING STOPS. ‘ZAAAAM’ 
SOUND AND THE TUNNEL IS FILLED WITH LIGHT. THE MEN SCREAM 


BEAMISH 
Ah, me eyes! 


DOCTOR 
There we go! 


ISAMBARD 
Doctor, that light! 


DOCTOR 
If I’m right, one of your men just sank a pick-axe into a 
space/time fissure! 


CHARLIE 
There’s something here! 


BEAMISH 
What is it Charlie? 
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I’m not hanging around to find out! Come on, lads! 

FX: THE WORKMEN RUN FOR THE SURFACE 


BEAMISH 
Oi! You cowards — come back! 


CHARLIE 
(IN THE DISTANCE) Not likely! 


BEAMISH 
Can’t get the staff these days. Leave them to me, sir. 


FX: BEAMISH RUNS AFTER THEM 


ISAMBARD 
Come Doctor, shall we examine? 


DOCTOR 
Well, we’ve come this far. 


FX: THEY STEP TOWARDS THE FISSURE — LOUD ELECTRICAL SOUNDS — WE 
CAN HEAR THE SOUND OF THE CITY TOO 


DOCTOR 
There it is. This is what your ghosts were protecting. 


ISAMBARD 
It is like a tear in the world — so bright... 


DOCTOR 
Let your eyes adjust. You should be able to see straight through 
to — 


ISAMBAD 
Oh my. You are quite right — I can see a sky and... is that metal? 


DOCTOR 
You are looking through a spyglass into another world. 


ISAMBARD 
My father must hear of this. 


DOCTOR 
I’m sure. But first, I think we should have a little reconnoitre, 
don’t you? 
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ISAMBARD 
What? I thought you were against this! 


DOCTOR 

I’m against what your father is suggesting — wading in with 
flags and gift shops. I’d much rather you and I had a little 
scout ahead to see what and who we are dealing with. 


ISAMBARD 
Papa said we should wait and — 


DOCTOR 
Suit yourself. Bye! 


FX: ELECTRONIC STRETCHING SOUND AS THE DOCTOR STEPS THROUGH THE 
PORTAL 


ISAMBARD 
Doctor! You cannot just.. I can’t believe he just did that! 


FX: REVERSE EFFECT AS THE DOCTOR POPS HIS HEAD BACK THROUGH THE 
PORTAL 


DOCTOR 
It’s quite safe — come on, the water’s lovely! 


FX: STRETCHING SOUND AS HHE DISAPPEARS AGAIN 
ISAMBARD 
This is madness. But it is a madness I must know for myself. 


(DEEP BREATH, AND...) 


FX: ISAMBARD STEPS THROUGH THE PORTAL. ELECTRONIC STRETCHING 
SOUNDS INTO... 
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SCENE 32: INT. RECHARGE BAY [CONTINUOUS] 


FX: REVERSE EFFECT AS ISAMBARD EXITS PORTAL 


ISAMBARD 
Oh... my... 


DOCTOR 
There, you see — that wasn’t so bad now, was it? 


ISAMBARD 
Where are we? 


DOCTOR 

Some kind of technological facility — with a beautiful view. 
Through that glass is Luceat, I’d imagine. Though I’m unclear on 
whether that’s the name of the city or the planet — people are 
sometimes so vague on that front. Let’s say it’s the city. 


FX: ISAMBARD WALKS FORWARD TO THE GLASS 


ISAMBARD 
And such a city. Metal on a gigantic scale. Smooth clean lines, 
shining towers, with mountainous summits. 


FX: WHOOSH OF A PASSING MONORAIL 
ISAMBARD 
Mobile containers, moving to and fro. It’s unimaginable. But 


there it is, I can see it. Have we stepped into the future? 


DOCTOR 
Not your future. In fact.. you should probably not think too much 
about your future — maybe just squint at things from now on. 


ISAMBARD 
My eyes are open, Doctor — and will remain so. 


DOCTOR 
Yes? Well, then come and have a look at this. 


FX: THE DOCTOR INVESTIGATES A LINE OF BLEEPING HUMAN-SIZED PODS. 


ISAMBARD 
It’s her! The ghost from the banquet! 
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DOCTOR 

She appears to be sleeping — kept upright in some kind of 
battery pod — ‘charge incomplete’ according to this read-out. 
ISAMBARD 


Do ghosts need sleep? 

DOCTOR 

She’s no ghost. She’s a device, a tool. What’s that printed 
there? ‘Alayna’? 


ISAMBARD 
That is what she said at dinner: “This is for Alayna”. 


DOCTOR 
I do worry when people start talking in the third person. 


ISAMBARD 
There is another one here, and another — a legion of spirits. 


FX: THE DOCTOR WALKS TOWARDS HIM 


DOCTOR 
Yes, a grim selection. 


FX: A LOW ELECTRICAL CLUNK — A LITTLE LIKE SOMETHING UNLOCKING 


DOCTOR 
Lined up like a platoon, protecting the fissure? 


FX: THE BREATHING AGAIN. FROM BEHIND THE DOCTOR 


ISAMBARD 
Doctor — behind you! She’s awake! 


DOCTOR 
What? 


FX: A HAND IS PLACED ON THE DOCTOR’S SHOULDER. THE BREATHING 
BECOMES A SHRIEK 


DOCTOR 
Take your hands off me! 


ALAYNA GHOST 
This is for Alayna. 


FX: ELECTRICAL ZAAAAAP! 
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DOCTOR 
(CRIES OUT) 


END OF PART TWO 


DW #239: IRON BRIGHT by Chris Chapman (006-last CC edits) Page 76 


PART THREE 


(NO REPRISE) 


SCENE 33: EXT. LUCEAT WALKWAY 


FX: A PAIR OF SHARP, QUICK FOOTSTEPS WITH THE SOUND OF AN ATMOS 
BUBBLE. THEN A TRIBUTE APPROACHES 


JAYA GHOST 
Exalter Rispa — welcome to V-627. 


RISPA 

You know, I didn’t think they’d actually break through — fissure 
integrity must have finally failed. But we’re ready enough. 
Where are they? 


JAYA GHOST 
Tributes located the intruders in the recharge bay. 


RISPA 
The Tributes were on charge? Some defence you are. 


JAYA GHOST 
Tributes are currently on low-expenditure settings. Proximity 
alerts sounded as intruders accessed the bay. 


RISPA 
How boring. Well, you shall have your power shortly. 


JAYA GHOST 
Understood. You will be taking custody, Exalter? 


RISPA 
Yes, a little trip to the Strack, I think. 


JAYA GHOST 
Understood. 


RISPA 

You know... meeting a Londoner... You grow up peering through 
windows, writing about them at school — but actually having a 
chat? Wow. Big day. 


FX: AHEAD OF THEM, WE HEAR SOUNDS OF PAIN FROM THE DOCTOR (FROM 
SC. 34) 
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RISPA 
I wonder what calibre of ambassadors they have selected to step 
onto our world...? 


FX: THEY WALK INTO... 


DW #239: IRON BRIGHT by Chris Chapman (006-last CC edits) Page 78 


SCENE 34: INT. RECHARGE BAY [CONTINUOUS] 


FX: RISPA WALKS INTO THE RECHARGE BAY. THE DOCTOR STILL BEING 
ZAPPED BY THE ALAYNA GHOST (AS END OF PREVIOUS EP) 


ALAYNA GHOST 
This is for Alayna. (FX: ZAAAP!) 


DOCTOR 
(PAINED) Ow! You know, I’ve been stunned by weapons all over the 
galaxy — 


ALAYNA GHOST 
This is for Alayna. (FX: ZAAAP!) 


DOCTOR 
(PAINED) Oww! — and they’ve all had the decorum to simply 
paralyse — 


ALAYNA GHOST 
This is for Alayna. (FX: ZAAAP!) 


DOCTOR 
(PAINED) Oww! — not to shock ad infinitum! 


ISAMBARD 
I insist you let him g— (SEEING RISPA ARRIVE) Wait, who are you? 


RISPA 
Hiya. I’m Exalter Rispa. You can call me Rispa. 


ALAYNA GHOST 
This is for Alayna. (FX: ZAAAP!) 


DOCTOR 
(PAINED) Ahh! I will, gladly — if you can have this young lady 
take her hands off me! 


RISPA 
Oh, it’s a non-fatal charge, stop whining. Tribute, desist. 


ALAYNA GHOST 
Acknowledged. 


FX: THE ZAPPING STOPS 


DOCTOR 
Thank you! Quite unnecessary. 
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RISPA 
Well, you are intruders. Maybe I should up the setting for next 
time? 


DOCTOR 

(SOTTO) One day, I’11l be welcomed somewhere as an honoured guest. 
(ALOUD) I am the Doctor and this young gentleman is Isambard 
Kingdom Brunel. Bit of a mouthful, I know. 


ISAMBARD 
Doctor, she’s in one of those bubbles too... 


DOCTOR 
So she is — are you having respiratory issues, Rispa? 


RISPA 
We all do. But you’re a little behind on the news, aren’t you? 
That’s alright. I understand you’ve been busy digging? 


ISAMBARD 
Yes, madam. We are involved in a pioneering project to tunnel 
beneath the River Thames. 


RISPA 
Well, as luck would have it — you picked a route right through 
one of our windows — 


DOCTOR 
‘Windows’ — is that what you call them? 


RISPA 
I imagine our Tributes have been paying you some visits? Were 
they suitably intimidating? 


ISAMBARD 
‘Tributes’... 


DOCTOR 
Well, you’ve managed to terrify a large number of workmen and 
quite a few dignitaries too. 


RISPA 
Oh, good. 


ISAMBARD 
Why are you haunting us? 
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RISPA 

Well, it’s a recent initiative. A squad of Tributes stationed at 
every vulnerable window. If they detect a threat, they follow a 
schedule of action to remove it. 


ISAMBARD 
What are you talking about? What is all this? 


RISPA 
This is really boring. Please, accompany me. Tributes — you too. 


ALAYNA GHOST 
Acknowledged. 


RISPA 

We could take the e-slay, but as it’s your first visit, I 
thought we’d try the scenic route. Particularly as you won’t see 
much of it from the inside of a cell. 


DOCTOR 
I beg your pardon? 


RISPA 

Well, you are under arrest. Breaking in from Earth to Luceat 
without permission. That’s a first for us, but I’m quite sure it 
constitutes an act of war. 


DOCTOR 
War?!? 
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SCENE 35: EXT. LONDON STREET 


FX: FRONT DOOR SLAMS BEHIND TAN AND FLO. WE CAN STILL HEAR TAN’S 
BUBBLE 


FLO 
Miss! You’re likely to raise a few eyebrows inside your big 
bubble! 


TAN 
I can’t believe they went through with it — I warn them, and 
they still do it! 


FLO 
That’s the Brunels all over, I’m afraid — very stubborn bunch. 


TAN 
They’re going to need our help. 


FLO 
They are? 


TAN 

Yes! (BEAT) You know, I’m striding ahead, but I don’t really 
know where I’m going — I only know London in bits, you see. Flo, 
can you direct me to your tunnel? 


FLO 

Certainly, Miss — left at the end of the street, then right, 
right again by the moneylender’s, first left after the Russian 
church — 


TAN 
Wait, whoa, wait! You’d better walk with me. (FX: AS PASSER-BY 
PASSES BY) Good afternoon, cleric! 


FLO 
(CORRECTING HER) Reverend. Please, don’t draw attention... 


FX: AS THEY WALK, WE HEAR PASSERS-BY, OFF — A CRYING CHILD; AND 
A COUPLE OF MEN FIGHTING... 


FIGHTING MAN 
I told you, Freddie — I catch you lookin’ at my missus like that 
one more time... (FX: PUNCH) 


OTHER FIGHTING MAN 
It weren’t me lookin’ her way — she was looking mine! (FX: PUNCH) 
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TAN 

Oh Flo, I wish I had more time to take all this in! I’ve been 
watching for years, kept my little spotters book. Put a tick 
next to all the different people I see — man in very tall hat, 
tick; woman with screaming baby, tick; man fighting another man 
outside licenced premises, tick! 


FLO 
What? So you’re like a.. like a bird-spotter? But with people? 


TAN 
Well, I tick off the birds too! 


FLO 
And that’s how you know about me? 


TAN 

That’s right! I’m a huge fan of your house. You’re all so busy. 
Those two boys of yours, running around building things, being 
important. And you too, Flo — you’re wonderful! 


FLO 
You.. you think I’m wonderful? 


TAN 

Absolutely! I’d go from window to window, trying to keep up with 
all the twists and turns. You’re all marvellous. That’s why I’m 
here — to save you! 
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SCENE 36: EXT. LUCEAT SQUARE 


FX: THE DOCTOR AND ISAMBARD ARE BEING ESCORTED THROUGH THE CITY 
BY RISPA AND A PAIR OF TRIBUTES 


PA SYSTEM ANNOUNCEMENT 
Public announcement - all citizens prepare for curfew. 


DOCTOR 
Curfew? 


RISPA 
We have a few safety measures in place. Do bear with us. 


ISAMBARD 
Your city is very beautiful. 


RISPA 
We like it. I suppose it’s different to what you have at home. 


ISAMBARD 
Your towers are all metal and glass? No bricks? No wood? 


RISPA 
It’s very sweet that you see it like this. Young eyes. 


DOCTOR 
Eyes which should probably not be seeing any of this. 


ISAMBARD 
And your bridges — suspended beautifully, so elegant yet so 
grand. The style reminds me of the Egyptians. 


DOCTOR 
Stop looking, Isambard! You’1ll only get ideas. 


ISAMBARD 
It is stunning. 


DOCTOR 
Oh, I give up. 


RISPA 
You are both so cute. 


DOCTOR 
Rispa, your ‘Tributes’ — are they holograms? 
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RISPA 
Ha. Holograms? How retro. 


DOCTOR 

Alright... well, they can move through objects but also interact 
with them - so... how about... a Tribute is a collection of 
weaponised subatomic particles - a soldier existing on a micro 
AND macro level? So they can become solid when it suits them - 
or suits you, but they can basically move through anything? 
Handy if a window leads to a wall. 


RISPA 
It’s like you’ve read the instruction manual. Which is more than 
I can be bothered to do. 


ISAMBARD 
Why do you call them Tributes? 


RISPA 
They are each a tribute to one who has died — an exact copy of 
that individual. A true lasting tribute, frozen in time. 


DOCTOR 
Hence the scarring? 


ISAMBARD 
So this one — ‘Alayna’ — she was a tribute to — 


ALAYNA GHOST 
I am for Alayna. 


RISPA 
Details on Alayna, please. 


ALAYNA GHOST 

Alayna was born twelfth cycle, seventh spin, died on the twenty- 
seventh mark of her birth. Eyes B, blood F, favourite colour 
purple, hobbies sledding, reading - 


ISAMBARD 
So you are a ghost... in a manner of speaking. 


ALAYNA GHOST 
I am for Alayna. 


RISPA 
There are no such thing as ghosts. Alayna’s family have paid 
good money for this. 
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DOCTOR 
Your ghosts are... sponsored?? 


RISPA 
You make it sound like a bad thing. 


DOCTOR 
I don’t understand — Alayna’s death — how is that connected? 
This isn’t a memorial bench in the park — this is a soldier! 


RISPA 
This is the scenic route. I think some of our scenery may be 
able to enlighten you. 
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SCENE 37: INT. TUNNEL — BY GREAT SHIELD 
FX: ELECTRICAL SOUNDS OF THE PORTAL 


MARC 
(APPROACHING) Mr Beamish! Why has the digging stopped? 


BEAMISH 
Well, Mr Brunel — I reckon we’ve gone as far as we can go. See? 


MARC 
Good heavens... he did it. Isambard broke through! Well, this is 
extraordinary — unprecedented! 


BEAMISH 
You must be proud. 


MARC 
I am! Where is my boy? 


BEAMISH 
He’s in there. 


MARC 
What?? 


BEAMISH 
Him and the Doctor went through half an hour ago. Wouldn’t wait. 
You... don’t look so happy. 


MARC 

I gave express instructions that Isambard should not make 
landfall. We can’t step into uncharted, dangerous territory 
without an exploratory force behind us. Good Lord, what were 
they thinking? 


BEAMISH 
Hey. I just do the digging. 


MARC 
Mr Beamish, do you still have officer contacts at the Coldstream 
Guards? 


BEAMISH 
You want the brass band again? 


FX: THEY WALK AWAY DOWN THE TUNNEL 
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MARC 
(FADING) I’m after maybe a little more than 


TAN 
(EMERGING) There they go — and the coast is 


FLO 

Miss, I must say I’m feeling proper nervous 
that funny light! 

FX: TAN MOVES TOWARDS THE PORTAL 

TAN 

If I’m honest, I do too, Flo. There’s a war 


side of that window... 


FX: PORTAL CRACKLES 


the band. 


clear. 


about all this... 


brewing on the 


Page 87 


all 


other 
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SCENE 38: EXT. LUCEAT MUSEUM 
FX: RISPA’S PARTY WALKS TO STOP. 


RISPA 
Stop! I wanted to show you this. 


DOCTOR 
Where are we? Some kind of exhibition? It may have seen better 
days. 


ISAMBARD 
It’s like a dilapidated fun fair. 


DOCTOR 
Empty and forgotten — always a shame. 


ISAMBARD 

Complete with a gift shop, posters — good Lord, that’s a picture 
of Westminster Abbey, and what does this say? ‘Look at little 
London! ’ 


DOCTOR 
An exhibition of London? 


RISPA 
This is a prime viewing window — great spot. Why not take a look? 


FX: PORTAL SOUNDS; THE HUBBUB OF THE MARKET THROUGH THE PORTAL 


ISAMBARD 
Doctor, I think that’s Blackfriars Market! 


MARKET SELLER 
(OFF) Come on, who wants a parsnip? Plenty of parsnips! 


RISPA 
Yes, that is what you call it. Adorable. 


ISAMBARD 
All those people, and they are all oblivious to us? 


DOCTOR 
It would appear so. These ‘windows’ are more like a two-way 
mirror. Luceat observes Earth, but not vice versa? 


RISPA 
Correct. 
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DOCTOR 
This can’t be a natural occurrence. 


RISPA 
Oh, it’s as natural as a waterfall. 


DOCTOR 
Pretty odd sort of waterfall. How many are there? 


RISPA 
Oh... over five hundred. Popped into existence a few generations 
back. 


DOCTOR 
Five HUNDRED? And all connected to Earth? 


RISPA 
To London. It’s like the two cities are twinned, inch for inch. 


DOCTOR 
Windows between worlds - freak wormholes, spatial vents, 
scattered all over both cities? 


ISAMBARD 
Doctor, I’m afraid this is all too much. 


DOCTOR 

Well, this is your kind of city, Isambard — it’s full of 
tunnels! Tunnels that span the universe. And Rispa here has 
been using them for tourism! 


RISPA 
Very popular. You’d have had hundreds of visitors down here. The 
windows were impenetrable — but we liked to watch. 


DOCTOR 
Well, as far as alien interest goes, I suppose that’s harmless. 
Voyeuristic, but harmless. 


ISAMBARD 
I beg your pardon? The Earth is not a zoo. We are not animals 
to be gawked at. 


RISPA 
No? Well, you’re very entertaining regardless. 
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SCENE 39: INT. TUNNEL — BY GREAT SHIELD 
FX: FLO AND TAN ARE CLOSE BY THE PORTAL — WE CAN HEAR THE CITY 


TAN 
So Flo, through there is Luceat. Your intergalactic destination, 
just a footstep away. 


FLO 
Oh no, oh no, I don’t think I could. That’s far too scary for me. 


TAN 
A lot less scary than the alternative — clambering up into the 
window I dropped out of, or worse, one with a higher integrity. 


FLO 
This is all pretty big for me, Miss. 


TAN 
I know, Flo. 


FLO 

My Mum was a maid, so was her Mum. That’s all we’ve ever done. 
And, you know, it’s not always fun, but I don’t mind it. And 
then today happened. And it’s exciting and it’s mad and it’s 
silly — and I want to give it a big hug and let it happen. But, 
something is just holding me back. That’s daft, ain’t it? 


TAN 

Florence. I’ve been watching you for years. I saw you dive in 
and rescue the boy Isambard from the river. I’ve seen you put 
your hand in the fire to save a house guest from scalding 
themselves. I’ve seen you be very brave. 


FLO 
Oh Miss. You are sweet. 


TAN 
Anyway, you may have no alternative. 


FLO 
What? 


TAN 
There’s a ghost right behind you. 


FX: FLO SPINS — THERE IS A GHOST 
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JAYA GHOST 
I am for Jaya. 


FLO 
Blimey O’Reilly! 


TAN 
It must have snuck in already! 


FX: THE GHOST’S BREATHING BECOMES A SHRIEK 


TAN 
The portal’s our only exit — come on! 


FLO 
Whatever you say, Miss! 


FX: THEY LEAP THROUGH THE PORTAL — STRETCHING FX AS BEFORE. 
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SCENE 40: EXT. LUCEAT MUSEUM 


DOCTOR 
Rispa, this place is deserted, shut down. What happened here? 


RISPA 
Tribute, please activate real-time projection. File seven-oh- 
seven. 


ALAYNA GHOST 
Warning — file contains disturbing imagery. 


RISPA 
Play. 


FX: AN ENERGY PROJECTOR POWERS UP. 


ISAMBARD 
What is this? What is happening? 


FX: BODIES ARE FORMED ALL ROUND THEM — THE MUSEUM IS FULL OF 
TOURISTS 


ISAMBARD 
Doctor — who are these people? 


DOCTOR 
Visitors of the past? This is some kind of 3-D recording, 
projected all around us. 


ISAMBARD 
You talk in riddles. 


DOCTOR 
Rispa, what are you showing us? 


RISPA 
This was the day it began, Doctor. The day the zoo turned on the 
tourists. 


FX: ECHOEY DISTORT ON TOUR GUIDE AND JAYA — THEY’RE PROJECTIONS. 
TOUR GUIDE 
(D) OK, now, everyone, I’d like to welcome you all to what the 


Londoners call Blackfriars Market. 


FX: A BUSY LONDON STREET MARKET BEYOND — DISTANT STALLHOLDER 
CRIES AND OTHER TYPICAL FX, BUT A LITTLE BIT ‘GHOSTLY’. 
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JAYA 
(D) Look at them all, scuttling around. They’re so (COUGHS) 
funny! 


TOUR GUIDE 
(D) In this kind of ‘market’, Londoners gather together to trade 
goods — mostly food, but [also] 


JAYA 
(D) (COUGHS, WHEEZES) Sorry. 


TOUR GUIDE 
(D) .. but also clothing and ironmongery, and sometimes 
[livestock] 


JAYA 
(D) (COUGHS, WHEEZES — LONGER. STOPS, CATCHES BREATH) 


TOUR GUIDE 
(D) .. sometimes livestock... 
JAYA 


(D) (BEGINS WHEEZING AGAIN) 


TOUR GUIDE 
(D) I’m sorry, do you need help? 


ISAMBARD 
Doctor, what’s wrong with her? 


DOCTOR 
I don’t know. 


TOUR GUIDE 
(D) (TO JAYA) What is it? Are you unwell? 


JAYA 
(D) I can’t... can’t breathe. My throat... burning... (GASPING) 


FX: ISAMBARD MOVES FORWARD 


ISAMBARD 
We have to help! 


DOCTOR 
We’re far too late. 
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FX: JAYA COLLAPSES 


JAYA 
(D) Please... make it stop! (GASPING) Please! 


ISAMBARD 
Those black lines, Doctor, on her face! 


DOCTOR 
Like what happened to Tan... 


JAYA 
(D) (WHEEZING, GURGLING, CLOSE TO DEATH) 


RISPA 
Tribute, pause playback. 


FX: PROJECTION VANISHES 


DOCTOR 
I’m so sorry, Rispa. 


ISAMBARD 
The girl — did she survive? 


RISPA 
No. Because of you. 


ISAMBARD 
What? 


RISPA 

For generations, these windows have been unbroken — nothing has 
passed through either way. And then your kind started building 
chimneys and burning coal, setting huge factories chugging away 


ISAMBARD 
We live in a time of great change and advancement. 


DOCTOR 
Isambard... 


RISPA 

Your chimneys belch out smoke, chemicals, toxins. And that 
pollution, that taint of the air, somehow started to weaken the 
integrity of the windows — you made cracks in the glass — and 
then your poison started seeping through. Into our world. 
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DOCTOR 
And the people of Luceat — you are susceptible to these poisons? 


RISPA 

Thousands have died. It affects us at different rates, but the 
girl you saw — Jaya — was the first. Millions more are still at 
risk. We developed the personal atmospheres to try to protect 
ourselves, but they don’t stop the toxins’ effect — they only 
slow its progress. Your poison is insatiable. It will claim us 
all in the end. 


ISAMBARD 
Well, you seem in good health. 


RISPA 
Do I? Look past the make-up, human. See when I smudge it. 


FX: SHE SMUDGES IT, REVEALING BLACK MARKS 


ISAMBARD 
Black marks... like on Tan... 


DOCTOR 
Exactly. 


RISPA 
You. Your world. You have poisoned us. You have poisoned me. 
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SCENE 41: INT. RECHARGE BAY 
FX: REVERSE STRETCHING FX AS TAN AND FLO EMERGE FROM THE PORTAL 


FLO 
Where the heck are we? 


TAN 
Welcome to Luceat! 


FX: REVERSE STRETCHING FX BEHIND THEM AS THE GHOST EMERGES 


JAYA GHOST 
I am for Jaya. 


FLO 
That thing’s come after us! 


TAN 
Alright, sightseeing later - run!! 


FX: THEY RUN — THE SCREAMING GHOST PURSUES THEM, INTO... 
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SCENE 42: EXT. LUCEAT WALKWAY [CONTINUOUS] 


FX: THE CHASE EMERGES ONTO THE WALKWAY 


TAN 
(RUNNING) Come on, Flo! 


FLO 
(RUNNING) Going as fast as I can, Miss! 


JAYA GHOST 
(PURSUING) This is for Jaya. 


TAN 
(RUNNING) Do you have anything in those pockets? Anything we 
could use as a weapon? 


FLO 
(RUNNING) Housemaids aren’t often armed, Miss! 


TAN 
(RUNNING) All I have is... my atmos-sphere... (IDEA DAWNS) hey... 


FLO 
(RUNNING) Your bubble thing? What good is that? 


TAN 
(RUNNING) Well... it’s designed to take readings from a Lucean 
brain — but I wonder how it’d cope with a Tribute? 


FLO 
(RUNNING) What are you on about? 


TAN 
(RUNNING) I’m going to bung it at her! 


FLO 
(RUNNING) What? But you’1ll get sick again! 


TAN 
(RUNNING) Not if we’re ever-so-quick. Got any better ideas? 


FLO 
(STOPS RUNNING) Yeah, I do actually. Give it here. 


FX: FLO GRABS IT OFF TAN 
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TAN 
(STOPS RUNNING) What? 


FLO 
I used to play a bit of street cricket with the lads down Wimple 
Lane — quite the bowler, me! 


TAN 
OK; ‘Go: for ats 


FLO: 
(AIMING) Here you go, Miss Tribute, catch! 


FX: SHE THROWS IT TOWARDS THE TRIBUTE. THE GHOST CATCHES IT 


FLO 
Good hands! 


TAN 
(GASPING) Let’s hope it works fast. 


JAYA GHOST 
What is... this? 


TAN 
Oh (COUGHS), just a kind little thing that wants to read your 
mind and provide your ideal atmospheric experience. 


JAYA GHOST 
What is... zz.. what is... 


TAN 
(GASPING) I hope that won’t interfere with your firewalls — or 
what’s behind them... 


FLO 
Miss, those marks of yours are getting worse! 


TAN 
(COUGHS) Nearly there, Flo... 


FX: ELECTRICAL SOUND — THE TRIBUTE IS MALFUNCTIONING 
JAYA GHOST 
Unauthorised interface detected... attempting to access data 


files... warning, warning, interface illegal — system overloading... 


FX: THE MALFUNCTIONING SOUND INCREASES 
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JAYA GHOST 
System... failing... Shutting... down... 


FX: THE POWER SHUTS OFF. THE SPHERE CLONKS TO THE GROUND 


TAN 
There we go... (COUGHS) I’1ll be having that back, thank you. 


FX: SHE PICKS UP THE BALL. THE BUBBLE IS AROUND HER AGAIN 


TAN 
That’s better. 


FLO 
I thought we handled that rather well, Miss. 


TAN 
We bloomin’ well did! Thank you, Flo. Now we just have to find 
our two gents. 


FLO 
‘Just’? 


TAN 
If they’ve been captured, I’ve got a fair idea where they’1l be 
heading. 
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SCENE 43: EXT. LUCEAT MUSEUM 


RISPA 
Now do you understand? 


DOCTOR 
Rispa: what has befallen your city, your world, is truly 
terrible... 


ISAMBARD 

But you cannot blame us for it! We have taken such steps forward 
— would you have us stand still? How else did you become this 
great civilisation if not by moving forward? 


RISPA 
Stand still, sit down, go to sleep — do anything that prevents 
the death of innocents. 


ISAMBARD 
We will not stand still. 


DOCTOR 
Please, Rispa, they had no way of knowing what was happening 
here. They may be misguided, but they’re innocent. Largely. 


RISPA 
Erm. “They”, Doctor? 


DOCTOR 
Ah. “We”. 


ISAMBARD 
Wait. You do mean “they”, don’t you? 


DOCTOR 
Isambard, I... 


RISPA 
Are you not from Earth then, friend Doctor? 


DOCTOR 
I... I am not. 


ISAMBARD 
Doctor! 


RISPA 
Then where do you come from? 


DW #239: IRON BRIGHT by Chris Chapman (006-last CC edits) Page 101 


DOCTOR 

A long way from here. But I like to think of myself as an 
honorary Earthling. And I certainly fight on their side, 
regardless of how unbelievably stupid they can sometimes be. 


FX: THE ALAYNA TRIBUTE MOVES TO RISPA 


ALAYNA GHOST 
Exalter, scan sensors are detecting a Code One at V-six-two- 
seven. 


RISPA 
Oh really? That’s quite impressive. And cheeky! OK, fine, we 
have to get going then, boys. I shall need you to bear witness. 


DOCTOR 
I’m sorry? 


RISPA 
I’m not just worried about the dead — I’m worried about the 
survival of my race. Luckily, I have a solution. Come see. 
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SCENE 44: EXT. LUCEAT WALKWAY 
FX: FLO AND TAN WALK 


FLO 
Look at those towers.. like something out of a bloomin’ fairytale! 


TAN 
Luceat always likes to reach up, stretch out its fingertips. 


FLO 
But no chimneys — no smoke. 


TAN 
No pollution. Well, none that we make ourselves. 


FLO 
What’s that? 


TAN 
Flo, the people here... They’re angry with you. 


FLO 
What did I do? 


TAN 
I mean, your world. The smoke from your chimneys — it’s killed 
people. 


FLO 
Like the way you got sick? 


TAN 
That’s right. 


FLO 
Oh.. that’s awful. But you don’t hate us, Miss? You said we were 
wonderful! 


TAN 
I see that no-one on your world meant any harm. Maybe I can show 
your Mr Brunel that there might be another way. 


FLO 

Good luck! Neither of the Brunel boys like listening. And they 
both love their chimneys. Chimneys and factories, that’s all I 
hear about. 
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TAN 
There’s only one factory here — the Strack. It’s where I work. 
Well, worked. 


FLO 
You, Miss? You don’t look much like a factory girl. 


FX: THEY STOP WALKING. 


TAN 
I’m a researcher. Admin, really. Usually pretty boring, but you 
do end up hearing plenty. 


FLO 
What do they make there? 


TAN 
Here. 


FLO 
Eh? 


TAN 
Here. Right in front of you. That’s the Strack. 


FLO 
That’s a factory? But it looks like a palace made of silver! 


TAN 
That’s just what it used to be — a university, a palace of 
learning. But these days it’s more of a production line. 


FLO 
‘ang on a minute — blimey, do you see ‘em? Over by that Strack 
of yours! 


TAN 
What? 


FLO 
The Doctor and Master Isambard — they’re heading right for it! 
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SCENE 45: EXT. LUCEAT WALKWAY/INT. LIFT 


RISPA 
Here we are — the Strack. 


ISAMBARD 
Magnificent — a Xanadu in steel! 


RISPA 
Nice view from the top, you’ll like it. Tribute, activate 
external lift. 


ALAYNA GHOST 
Activated. 


DOCTOR 
Ah, now, Isambard, this will be something new for you. 


FX: LIFT DOORS OPEN, THEY WALK INSIDE 


ISAMBARD 
Oh, an ascending room? I am well aware of such things. 


DOCTOR 
You are? 


ISAMBARD 

Do not presume me to be entirely ignorant, Doctor. Burton and 
Hormer were very proud of their prototype — quite a hit with the 
crowds back in twenty-three. 


FX: LIFT DOORS CLOSE 


DOCTOR 
My apologies. I suspect this one may be a little swifter... 


FX: LIFT ZOOMS UPWARDS 


ISAMBARD 
(FX: FADES AS IT GOES) Oh my! This is extraordinaryyyyyyyyyy..! 
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SCENE 46: EXT. ROOF OF STRACK [MOMENTS LATER] 


FX: A GREATER HEIGHT. THE LIFT OPENS AND THE PARTY EMERGE. THE 
SOUNDS OF ADVANCED MACHINERY BELOW (AND THE DISTANT BUZZ OF A 
WINDOW) 


ISAMBARD 
I’ve never been so high... we have climbed a mountain peak! 


DOCTOR 
Why have you brought us here, Rispa? 


FX: RISPA WALKS AHEAD 


RISPA 
Well, it is a nice view. Do you see them? 


DOCTOR 
What am I looking for? 


RISPA 
Five hundred windows to your world, spread out across our city. 


ISAMBARD 
I see them — scattered lights in many different colours, across 
land and sky. 


DOCTOR 
Quite beautiful. 


RISPA 
And... what can you hear? 


DOCTOR 
I’m sorry? 


ISAMBARD 
Beneath our feet. It sounds like... industry. 


RIPSA 
You are standing on top of a gigantic factory. Bigger than 
anything on your world. This is where we change our destiny. 


DOCTOR 
What are you making here, Rispa? 
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RISPA 

This is where we make our Tributes. So far, numbers have been 
limited, but I’ve received the go-ahead for the power that we 
need. Now, I can make a great many more. 


DOCTOR 
Rispa... how many? 


RISPA 
Oh, only a ten thousand or so to get us started. 


DOCTOR 
What?? 


RISPA 

The cracks are spreading, faster than I expected. As you’ve 
discovered, they’re now big enough for living beings to pass 
through in either direction. But what use is that to our 
depleted, poisoned army? I needed new soldiers, warriors 
impervious to your stench — so I had them designed and made. 


ISAMBARD 
You’re planning an invasion? 


RISPA 

Our Tributes will flood into London and destroy your industry — 
kick down every chimney, demolish every factory, every furnace. 
We hope it will be bloodless, but hey, I can’t promise. 


ISAMBARD 
But you will destroy London! 


DOCTOR 
And doubtless kill hundreds, if not thousands. 


RISPA 
It will save millions of lives here. 


DOCTOR 
Rispa, there must be another way. Please, if you were to sit 
down with the politicians of London — to negotiate. 


RISPA 

Don’t be silly. We’ve been watching you for decades. We know how 
greedy London is. You really think they would give up their 
industry? 
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ISAMBARD 
We would never give up on progress. 


RISPA 
(TO THE DOCTOR) You see? So silly. 


DOCTOR 
And your alternative is murder?? 


ISAMBARD 
The Doctor is right. Maybe there is some way of separating our 
two worlds? 


RISPA 

Don’t be so coy. You’re cheekier than that! My Tributes tell me 
an invasion force is gathering in your tunnel — ready to attack 
my world. 


ISAMBARD 
What?? 
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SCENE 47: INT. TUNNEL — BY PORTAL 
FX: DRIP-DRIP TUNNEL. PORTAL SOUNDS OFF 


MARC 
(COMING OVER) Captain Sanderson, is all prepared? 


CAPTAIN SANDERSON 
Ready as we’ll ever be, Mr Brunel. (ALOUD) What do you say, men? 


100 SOLDIERS - WILDTRACK 
(CHEER) 


MARC 

This is what we need. A company of valiant Coldstream Guards — 
one hundred men ready to avenge every soul I’ve lost in this 
tunnel. Thank you, Beamish. 


BEAMISH 
Not a bother, sir. 


MARC 
Please give the order, Captain. 


CAPTAIN SANDERSON 
(CRYING OUT) ADVANCE! 


FX: 8-PIECE BAND STRIKES UP ‘RULE BRITANNIA’ AS A HUNDRED 
SOLDIERS BEGIN MARCHING DOWN THE TUNNEL, TOWARDS THE PORTAL 
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SCENE 48: EXT. ROOF OF STRACK 


ISAMBARD 
My father would never be so foolish! 


RISPA 
Hey, I didn’t expect to do this today, but the fact is — you 
Londoners have forced my hand. 


DOCTOR 
Rispa — do not do this. 


RISPA 
Quiet, please — time for history. Tribute — give the order to 
activate the spectre generator. Full capacity. Destroy London! 


ALAYNA GHOST 
Destroy London! 


DOCTOR 
No!! 
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SCENE 49: EXT. WALKWAY (BY STRACK) 


FX: VAST PISTONS ETC, OFF, AS THE FACTORY COMES TO LIFE 


FLO 
What’s all that noise out of nowhere? 


TAN 
The production line — it’s operational! 


FX: HUNDREDS OF SHUTTERS BEGIN TO CLATTER OPEN, OFF... 


FLO 
What’s with all them shutters opening, then? 


TAN 
You'll see. 


FX: GHOSTS STREAM OUT OF THE SHUTTERS, SHRIEKING. CONTIINUES 
THROUGH... 


FLO 
Oh — it’s them ghosts — hundreds of them! 


TAN 
They’re really doing it — they’re invading London! 


CROSS TO... 
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SCENE 50: EXT. ROOF OF STRACK [CONTINUOUS] 


FX: SCREAMS OF GHOSTS CONTINUE THROUGH... 


DOCTOR 
They’re spreading out across Luceat — targeting all five hundred 
windows... 


ISAMBARD 
London won’t stand a chance! 


DOCTOR 
Rispa, please! This is not the way! 


RISPA 

I’m not without sentiment, Doctor. I grew up watching London. I 
know its people. I like them, honestly I do. They’re cute. So, I 
wish there was another way. But... there ain’t! 


FX: FROM FAR BELOW — 8-PIECE BAND PLAYING ‘RULE BRITANNIA’. 
SOUNDS OF DISTANT MARCHING. 


ISAMBARD 
Wait — Doctor, do you hear that? 


DOCTOR 
Oh no. The band of the Coldstream Guards. 


FX: DOCTOR AND ISAMBARD RUSH OVER TO EDGE OF ROOF 


ISAMBARD 
Yes — there they are, see? Pouring out of a portal, far below! 


RISPA 
(MOCKING) Your invasion force! 


ISAMBARD 
And look who is with them — 


DOCTOR 
Your father! 
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SCENE 51: EXT. LUCEAT WALKWAY [CONTINUOUS] 


FX: MARCHING. BAND CONTINUES THROUGH... 


MARC 
Look around you, Beamish. What an extraordinary world this is! 


BEAMISH 
I’1ll say, sir! 


CROSS BACK TO: 
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SCENE 52: EXT. ROOF OF STRACK [CONTINUOUS] 


FX: MARCHING, MUSIC CONTINUES BELOW 


DOCTOR 
Marc Brunel at the head of an interplanetary assault force. Now 
I really have seen everything. 


ISAMBARD 
(WRYLY) My father does not do things by halves, Doctor. 


RISPA 
I can’t say I like their chances — not against all my Tributes. 


DOCTOR 
I thought the ghosts were heading for London? 


RISPA 
Not any more. (TO ALAYNA GHOST) Tribute: give the order. All 
Tributes must divert to counter-attack invading Earth forces. 


ISAMBARD 
No, you mustn’t!! 


ALAYNA GHOST 
I... understand. 


RISPA 
Then lock these two up in the Strack. 


CROSS TO... 
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SCENE 53: EXT. LUCEAT WALKWAY [CONTINUOUS] 


FX: MARCHING. ‘RULE BRITANNIA’ ENDS. 


CAPTAIN SANDERSON 
(ALOUD) And halt! 


FX: MEN MARCH TO HALT 


CAPTAIN SANDERSON 

Now then, men. On behalf of his Majesty the King, let’s give the 
spectral fellows of this strange new world a show of force. 
Present — arms! 


FX: ABOVE, SHRIEKING GHOSTS DESCEND... 
BEAMISH 
(POINTING OUT) Er... you may need to do more than just present 


arms, sir! 


CAPTAIN SANDERSON 
They’re coming for us. (ALOUD) Ready muskets! 


MARC 
Heaven help us all. 


END OF PART THREE 
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PART FOUR 


(NO REPRISE) 


SCENE 54: INT. STRACK CELL 
FX: ENERGY BARS SLIDE OPEN 


ALAYNA GHOST 
Enter the cell. 


FX: THE DOCTOR AND ISAMBARD ARE PUSHED INSIDE 


DOCTOR 
(SHOVED) Excuse me! 


ISAMBARD 
(SHOVED) Oof! 


DOCTOR 

You know, young Isambard, I’m not sure I’ve ever met a guard who 
didn’t feel obliged to exceed their brief with a quite 
unnecessary shove! 


ALAYNA GHOST 
Disclose any items on your person. 


DOCTOR 
Now comes the empty-your-pockets routine. (RUMMAGING) This could 
take some time. 


ISAMBARD 
I have nothing save a pocket watch and a pair of cufflinks, if 
they count. 


DOCTOR 
(STILL RUMMAGING) My pockets are a little deeper, I’m afraid. 
You’re the tribute to Alayna, are you not? 


ALAYNA GHOST 
I am for Alayna. 
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DOCTOR 

Hold out your hands. (PLACING ITEMS IN ALAYNA GHOST’S HANDS) 
Apple. Magnifying glass. British Rail timetable. Catapult. Ping- 
pong ball. Another ping-pong ball. Yet another ping-pong ba11... 
You know, I wonder what she would have made of you. The real 
Alayna, I mean. 


ALAYNA GHOST 
I am for Alayna. 


DOCTOR 
You kill in her name, with her face. I wonder how she’d have 
felt about that. 


ALAYNA GHOST 
Alayna’s favourite colour was purple. 


DOCTOR 

Yes. That’s a shame. Not much of a tribute at all. — Compass, 
toothbrush, a key, and a pair of ping-pong bats. There, empty 
pockets. Now, please, go away. 


ALAYNA GHOST 
Accepted. 


FX: THE CELL BARS CLOSE BEHIND THE TRIBUTE. DOCTOR AND ISAMBARD 
SIT 


ISAMBARD 
Doctor... I have a few more questions. 


DOCTOR 
Well, you’ve an enquiring mind. 


ISAMBARD 
You said that you are not from Earth. 


DOCTOR 
(PAUSE) That’s right. 


ISAMBARD 
But that is impossible. 


DOCTOR 
Is it? How many impossible things have you seen in the last 
twenty-four hours? Just count me among them. 
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ISAMBARD 
You are from another world? Like this one? 


DOCTOR 
Yes. But I try to avoid going back. 


ISAMBARD 
How do you travel? 


DOCTOR 
You remember my blue box? 


ISAMBARD 
A magician’s box of tricks... but that is no vehicle. 


DOCTOR 
My TARDIS would be rather hurt to hear you say that. 


ISAMBARD 
It.. flies? Through earth, through space? 


DOCTOR 
My TARDIS transports me. But there is nothing in between. She 
begins in one place, and then suddenly, she is in another. 


ISAMBARD 
As with Rispa’s windows? 


DOCTOR 
Not too far off. 


ISAMBARD 
Doctor, if this is true, your vanishing cabinet, larger inside 
than out, it could change my world. 


DOCTOR 

Let’s change the subject, shall we? There’s a war being fought 
outside, and I don’t fancy your father’s chances against an army 
of ghosts. 


DW #239: IRON BRIGHT by Chris Chapman (006-last CC edits) Page 118 


SCENE 55: EXT. LUCEAT WALKWAY 

FX: SHRIEKING TRIBUTES DESCENDING... 

CAPTAIN SANDERSON 

Wait ‘til you see the black of their souls, lads. — Wait for it. 


— Wait for it. — FIRE!!! 


FX: 50-ODD MUSKETS FIRE IN UNISON. 


DW #239: IRON BRIGHT by Chris Chapman (006-last CC edits) Page 119 


SCENE 56: INT. STRACK CELL 
FX: THE DOCTOR IS INSPECTING THE ELECTRICAL ENERGY BARS 


ISAMBARD 
What are you up to, Doctor? 


DOCTOR 
We’re sealed behind a grid of electrical energy — but if I can 
find some way to break the lattice - 


TAN 
(OFF) Or I could just flip the off switch. 


DOCTOR 
Or you could — Tan!! 


FX: A CLICK, THEN THE SOUND OF THE ENERGY BARS CUTTING OUT 


TAN 
There you go, instant freedom! 


DOCTOR 
(STEPPING THROUGH) You’re looking healthier. And Flo! 


FLO 
‘ello again, Doctor. Master Brunel. 


ISAMBARD 
Florence, what on earth are you doing here? 


FLO 
I think I’m having an adventure, sir. 


DOCTOR 
Well, thank you both. 


TAN 
You’re lucky all the Tributes are being called out to fight — 
security’s usually a lot tighter. 


DOCTOR 
Tan, I take it you know the layout of this building? 


TAN 
The Strack? Worked here for years. It’s changed a lot, and not 
for the better. 
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ISAMBARD 
Here, Doctor — those items confiscated by the ghost. 


FX: HE HANDS THE DOCTOR TWO DOZEN POCKET ITEMS... 


DOCTOR 
Thank you. One never knows when one might need to engage a 
deadly foe in a game of ping-pong. 


ISAMBARD 
No, indeed. 


DOCTOR 

(AS HE POCKETS STUFF) Tan, Brunel Senior’s forces won’t hold out 
for long against Rispa’s ghosts. There must be some way of 
shutting off the power to the Tributes? 


TAN 
Well, their energy reserves will run out eventually. 


DOCTOR 
Which is no help in the short term. Where is the off switch? 


TAN 
(“AS IF!”) Off switch! 


FLO 
You used one just now, Miss. 


DOCTOR 
Exactly. In my experience, there’s always an off switch! Big and 
red, typically! 


TAN 
Well, the spectre generator is a few floors down... 


DOCTOR 
Let’s take a look, shall we? 
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SCENE 57: EXT. LUCEAT WALKWAY 
FX: SHRIEKING TRIBUTES, SLIGHTLY OFF 


CAPTAIN SANDERSON 
(OFF) Again. Ready arms, and — FIRE!! 


FX: ANOTHER MASS MUSKET VOLLEY 


MARC 
I don’t belong here, Beamish. I’m no soldier, I’m a civil 
engineer! 


BEAMISH 

Ah, but it’s all coming back to me now — my old army days! Right 
now, I’d give anything to have a pistol in one hand, and a sword 
in the other... 


MARC 
I’m sure that can be arranged. (CALLING) Captain Sanderson! Your 
cutlass, man! 
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SCENE 58: INT. CORRIDOR OUTSIDE ‘PRODUCTION LINE’ 


FX: OFF, MULTIPLE DESCENDING STAMPS — LIKE GIANT HAMMERS COMING 
DOWN. EACH FOLLOWED BY THE RELEASE OF A SHRIEKING TRIBUTE 


ALAYNA GHOST 

(OFF) (FX: D — VIA PA SYSTEM) Tribute four thousand six hundred 
and forty seven complete. — Tribute four thousand six hundred 
and forty eight complete. — [ETC] 


FX: ANNOUNCEMENTS CONTINUE UNDER: 
(ALL SPEAKING FURTIVELY: ) 


DOCTOR 
That really is quite the production line. 


ISAMBARD 
It’s the most enormous factory floor I’ve ever seen. Like a 
cathedral. 


FLO 
Oooo, yes - high as St Paul’s, ain’t it? 


DOCTOR 
And spewing out more Tributes by the second. 


TAN 
If we step in there, we won’t last long. 


FLO 
I’1ll say — those things are nasty! 


DOCTOR 
But that’s where my big red button is. 


TAN 
If it’s anywhere. 


DOCTOR 
We may need a plan B. 


FLO 
One with less chance of us getting horribly murdered, I hope? 


ISAMBARD 
(MUSING) You know, it is a most peculiar design... 
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DOCTOR 
What is? 


ISAMBARD 

The production line. It feels entirely at odds with the building 
around it. Out here is but a zig-zag maze of seemingly redundant 
corridors, 


DOCTOR 
You know, you’re right. Tan, was this building designed for some 
other purpose? 


TAN 
It was a research facility. A long time ago. 


DOCTOR 
What were they researching? 


TAN 
All sorts of things — you’d have liked it actually, Isambard, 
they were trying to figure out new forms of transport. 


DOCTOR 
New forms of transport..? Ah. (QUIETLY) As natural as a waterfall, 
eh? 


TAN 
You want to see? 


DOCTOR 
I’m sorry? 


TAN 

There’s still one of the old labs up on the seventeenth floor. I 
used to go there on my lunchbreaks for a nose around, until they 
bricked it up. 


ISAMBARD 
Doctor, this is hardly the time for sightseeing. 


DOCTOR 
That depends on the sights. Please, Tan, can you take us there? 
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SCENE 59: EXT. LUCEAT WALKWAY 
FX: SHRIEKING TRIBUTES, SLIGHTLY OFF 


GHOST 
(FROM OFF — SHRIEKS TOWARDS THEM) 


MARC 
Beamish — to your right! 


BEAMISH 
Thank you, sir! 


FX: HE SHOOTS AT AN ONCOMING GHOST — THERE IS A ‘PLOOP’ 


GHOST 
(SHRIEK-LAUGHS ) 


MARC 


Did you see that? It just opened up and let your bullet straight 


through! 


BEAMISH 


Then let’s see how it likes cold steel, shall we? (CHARGES WITH 


SWORD) 


FX: BEAMISH RIPS THROUGH GHOST — WEIRD ‘TEARING’ SOUND (NOT 


BLOODY ) 


GHOST 
(SHRIEKS ) 


MARC 
You got him, Beamish! Split from waist to shoulder! 


FX: SOUND OF ENERGY AS THE GHOST STARTS TO HEAL ITSELF 


BEAMISH 
The ruddy thing’s pulling itself back together! 


GHOST 
(SHRIEK-LAUGHS ) 


MARC 
Oh dear. 
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SCENE 60: INT. OLD LAB 
FX: VOICES FROM OUTSIDE AN OLD DUSTY ROOM 


FLO 
(BEHIND DOOR) Reckon another big shove should do it. 


DOCTOR 
(BEHIND DOOR) Ready, Isambard? Deep breath, and — 


DOCTOR & ISAMBARD 
(BEHIND DOOR — CHARGING EFFORT) 


FX: THEY THUD INTO OLD METAL DOOR, WHICH BURSTS OPEN 


FLO 
You did it, gents! 


FX: DOCTOR STEPS THROUGH DOORWAY INTO... 


DOCTOR 
This is the place? 


TAN 
(FOLLOWING) (COUGHS) A little dustier than I remember. 


FLO 
(FOLLOWING) S’like a tomb... 


ISAMBARD 
A tomb of wonders. 


DOCTOR 
Wonders and mysteries... 


FX: THE DOCTOR WALKS THROUGH THE LAB. ELECTRICAL HUMS AND 
DISCHARGE 


FLO 
All this science apparatus must have cost a pretty penny! 


ISAMBARD 
Indeed. So why abandon it? 
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TAN 

The way I heard it, there was a brain drain - our top scientists 
just seemed to drop off the grid. When the new powers-that-be 
took over, they focused on city-building, started designing 
things like Tributes — things we could use. 


FLO 
Things that could scare you witless. And I thought the folk 
running London were daft. 


FX: THE DOCTOR APPROACHES A TERMINAL 


DOCTOR 
Let’s get some answers, shall we? 


FX: SCANNING SOUND 


TAN 
Doctor, that workstation’s not been operational for decades. 


DOCTOR 
Ah, but I am something of a specialist. (HE FIDDLES WITH SOME 
CABLES ) 


TAN 
If you can get that working, I’1ll be — 


FX: THE TERMINAL POWERS UP 


DOCTOR 
. amazed? 


TAN 
I am. 


DOCTOR 

Well, well, well. It may have gone unnoticed, as it’s running 
deep below all operational drives, but this terminal is re- 
directing a significant amount of power. I am reading feeds to 
over five hundred sites on the planet. 


ISAMBARD 
Doctor... five hundred? 


DOCTOR 
Indeed... 
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ISAMBARD 
Rispa said there are five hundred windows to London. 


TAN 
What? We’re powering the windows? But they’re a natural 
phenomenon! 


DOCTOR 

It’s been bothering me all along — natural? Pah! You’ve been 
blaming Earth for something you created a long time ago. These 
fissures, these windows, these tears in the world. Somehow — you 
made them yourselves. 
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SCENE 61: EXT. LUCEAT WALKWAY 
FX: SHRIEKING TRIBUTES, OFF. ANOTHER MASS MUSKET VOLLEY. 
FX: STRIDING UP — RISPA, NOW IN ARMOUR 


RISPA 
They can’t hold out much longer. Where is their Exalter? 


TRIBUTE 
Londoners have no Exalter. 


RISPA 
Oh yes they do. Two of them, towards the rear — see? 


TRIBUTE 
They do not wear red coats. 


RISPA 
Exactly. E-sword, please. — 


FX: SHE IS GIVEN A HUGE HUMMING ELECTRO-SWORD 


RISPA 
Thank you. Let’s go hunting. 


FX: SHE MARCHES FORWARD. CROSS TO BEAMISH AND MARC, FURTHER AWAY 
AWAY. 


BEAMISH 

Now, don’t be too concerned, Mr Brunel, but there’s an angry 
armoured lass with a big lightning sword heading in our 
direction. 


MARC 
I see her. Ready yourself, Beamish. I’1ll be right behind you! 
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SCENE 62: INT. OLD LAB 
FX: DOCTOR PRESSING COMPUTER KEYS 
DOCTOR 


Something happened here — in this room. If I can just access the 
memory banks... (BLEEP) 


FX: BLEEP. 3D PROJECTION POWERING UP — AS WITH THE ‘TOUR GUIDE’ 
SCENE IN PART THREE 


DOCTOR 
Aha! - One of those 3-D projections. 


TAN 
This must be the last recording they made here! 


FX: THE ROOM IS SUDDENLY FULL OF SCIENTISTS 


SCIENTIST #1 
(D) Everybody ready? This is it — final prep and checks. 


FLO 
Woo — look at this lot in their posh white coats! 


TAN 
The old research team... 


ISAMBARD 
The ones who vanished? 


SCIENTIST #2 
(D) Everything looks good — I’d say we’re ready. 


SCIENTIST #1 
(D) Test module set? 


SCIENTIST #2 
(D) Confirmed. Ready to teleport. 


SCIENTIST 1 
(D) Then let’s make a little history. 


FX: LOTS OF BUTTON PRESSING (IE, IN PROJECTION) 
DOCTOR 


Tan, your scientists — I think they were experimenting with 
transmat technology! 
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FLO 
What’s that when it’s at home? 


DOCTOR 

The end of Mr Brunel’s career. Matter transmission — the 
instantaneous transportation of an object, or person, from one 
point in space to another. 


ISAMBARD 
I beg your pardon? 


FX: POSITIVE BLEEPING SOUNDS (IN PROJECTION) 


SCIENTIST #2 
(D) OK, we’re locked in. 


SCIENTIST #1 
(D) Then let’s go for it. 


FX: A ‘CLICK’ AND THEN THE SOUND OF THE TRANSMAT POWERING UP 


TAN 
They’re really doing it! This is amazing. 


FX: WARNING SOUNDS 


SCIENTIST #2 
(D) Sir, we’re getting some energy spikes... 


SCIENTIST #1 
(D) Stabilise. 


SCIENTIST #2 
(D) Unresponsive. Target is shifting — I can’t see where to... 


TAN 
Oh no... 


FX: OBJECTS BEGIN TO SPARK. SMALL EXPLOSIONS 


SCIENTIST #1 
(D) Emergency measures! 


SCIENTIST #2 
(D) It’s overloading... we’re getting massive feedback! 
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FLO 
Doctor, what’s happening? 


DOCTOR 

I’m afraid this does not end well. Their sums are out — just a 
fraction. They’re playing a highly volatile game — one that is 
about to remove all biological matter from this room. 


ISAMBARD 
The poor souls. 


SCIENTIST #2 
(D) We have to get out of here! Come on! 


SCIENTIST #1 
(D) It’s too late!! 


FX: HUGE BLAST OF ENERGY 


SCIENTISTS 
(SCREAM, INTO...) 


FX: .. STRETCHING FX, AS WITH PORTAL ENTRANCE. ALL FALLS SILENT 


ISAMBARD 
They’re gone. 


DOCTOR 
Instead of transporting their test device from point A to point 
B, they managed to combine A and B into one single space. 


TAN 
Ripping a hole in the universe... 


DOCTOR 
Lots of holes. The sub-matter explosion tore through two cities. 
Not just Luceat, but through its parallel in another dimension. 


FLO 
You mean — London?! 


DOCTOR 

Exactly. London and Luceat, twinned from this moment. Ever since, 
the windows have been acting as a vent — and now, they’re 

sucking in London’s pollution. Pollution lethal to the people of 
Luceat! 
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SCENE 63: EXT. LUCEAT WALKWAY 
FX: SHRIEKING TRIBUTES, OFF. ANOTHER MASS MUSKET VOLLEY. 
FX: STRIDING UP — RISPA 


RISPA 
Which of you two is the Londoners’ Exalter? 


BEAMISH 
What’s she asking, Mr Brunel, sir? 


MARC 
(TO RISPA) More likely, that would be me. Have you come to 
parley? 


RISPA 
You’re holding up my invasion force. 


MARC 
I might counter that you, my dear, are holding up my tunnel! 


RISPA 
In which case — there’s nothing more to be said, is there? 


FX: HUMMING E-SWORD 


BEAMISH 
You'll have to get past me first, Miss, if you mean to kill Mr 
Brunel. 


MARC 
Well said, Beamish. (TO RISPA) There, madam: irresistible force, 
meet immovable object! 


RISPA 
We’ll see. (SHE CHARGES) Yaaaaaa!! 
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SCENE 64: INT. OLD LAB 


ISAMBARD 
Doctor, if you understand the technology, can you fix it? Can 
you close these windows for good? 


DOCTOR 
Healing the fissures would be a huge undertaking. But perhaps we 
don’t have to. 


TAN 
Doctor? 


DOCTOR 

The holes are space-time events with their own co-ordinates. So 
given time, it may be possible to shift those co-ordinates, to 
somewhere other than Earth... 


TAN 
For all five hundred? 


DOCTOR 
Oh, it’d take a small team of dedicated Time Lord engineers a 
century or two, that’s all. 


ISAMBARD 
Then we shall simply have to rely on gunpowder! 


DOCTOR 
I’m sorry, you’ve lost me. 


ISAMBARD 

This world has conspired to flood my father’s tunnel more than 
once. I’d like to return the favour. Blast a hole in the wall of 
the Thames Tunnel — and we might bring the full force of the 
River Thames to bear upon Luceat! 


FLO 
What’d be the point of that? 


ISAMBARD 
Why, to teach these people a lesson, of course! And perhaps to 
save my father! 


DOCTOR 

More likely, your father would be washed away in the torrent — 
(A THOUGHT) Wait a minute. We’re surrounded by teleport 
technology. 
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TAN 
So? 


DOCTOR 
So, it might be possible to teleport one of the portals 
themselves, perhaps a very short distance in space-time... 


TAN 
Just one?! 


FLO 
What good would that do? 


DOCTOR 
Don’t you see? The portals are still being sustained by the 
equipment here in the Strack. 


TAN 
Again, so? 


DOCTOR 
So, it’s obvious! Destroy the Strack, and you close the windows! 


FLO 
How d’you destroy a steel cathedral the size of St Paul’s? You’d 
need a million barrels of gunpowder! 


ISAMBARD 
Or something with a similar destructive power. Something like a 
tidal wave! 


DOCTOR 
Indeed. Allow me to be the very first to say it. Isambard — 
you’re a genius!! 
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SCENE 65: EXT. LUCEAT WALKWAY 


FX: SHRIEKING TRIBUTES AND MUSKET FIRE, OFF. MEANWHILE — BEAMISH 
AND RISPA DUEL: ONE WITH STEEL SWORD, THE OTHER WITH E-SWORD 


MARC 
Goodness, but she wields that blazing sword with unexpected 
proficiency, Beamish! 


BEAMISH 
(EFFORT — FIGHTING) I’m well aware, sir! 


RISPA 
Can we just fight without anyone being patronised? (SWINGING 
EFFORT) 
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SCENE 66: EXT. LUCEAT WALKWAY (BY LIFT) 


FX: STRACK EXTERNAL LIFT (AS HEARD IN PART THREE) COMES TO STOP. 
DOORS OPEN. VERY DISTANT FIGHTING SOUNDS 


ISAMBARD 
(EXITING) Hurry, Flo — the tunnel portal lies this way...! 


FLO 
(BEHIND) No, young master — that way takes us into the heart of 
the fighting. But Tan and I took a different path to the Strack! 


ISAMBARD 
This way, though, I might assist my father! 


FLO 

What use would you be, sir, in the heart of the melee? The 
Doctor has promised to aid Mr Brunel senior. Our first duty is 
to return to the tunnel and to set the plan in motion! 


ISAMBARD 
You’re right, of course. 


FLO 
So let’s make haste, yeah? 


FX: THEY RUN OFF 
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SCENE 67: INT. OLD LAB 
FX: AS THE DOCTOR YANKS AT CABLES... 


DOCTOR 
Oh, this connection is hopelessly corroded. It seems only brute 
force will suffice! (EFFORT) 


TAN 
Let me help, Doctor. 


DOCTOR 
No, thank you, Tan. I need you to keep watching that monitor. 
Let me know when there’s a change in the energy pattern. (EFFORT) 


TAN 
You really think this is going to work? 


DOCTOR 

(EFFORT) Certainty is over-rated. (RESTS) But if Flo and 
Isambard can execute their part of the scheme by the time we’ve 
agreed... I should say the chances are slight, at least. 


TAN 
Slight?! is that: alie! 


DOCTOR 
The first part is for young Brunel to return to his rightful 
place and time, if Earth’s history isn’t to be affected. 


TAN 
What’s he got to do with history? 


DOCTOR 
You'd be surprised. 


FX: BREEP! FROM MONITOR 


TAN 
There — the tunnel window pattern just wobbled! 


DOCTOR 
Meaning, I hope, that one Brunel is back in London. Now for the 
other. (LAST EFFORT AT CABLE) 


FX: SPARKS FROM CABLE 
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DOCTOR 
Got it! 


TAN 
What are you doing, anyway? 


DOCTOR 

Trying to plug the Strack’s internal comms system into the 
citywide P.A., if you must know. The next bit’s rather fiddly, 
so please — no more questions! 
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SCENE 68: INT. TUNNEL (BY PORTAL) 


FX: REVERSE ‘ENTERING PORTAL FX’ AS ISAMBARD AND FLO RUN OUT, 
SPLASHING INTO PUDDLES 


FLO 
(TO STOP; BREATHLESS) At last, we’re back in that stinking 
tunnel. What now, master Brunel? 


ISAMBARD 
Now we seek out my workshy workforce! 
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SCENE 69: EXT. LUCEAT WALKWAY 
FX: SCREAMING TRIBUTES. MUSKET FIRE. AS BEAMISH & RISPA FIGHT... 


CAPTAIN SANDERSON 
(OFF — SCREAMS, KILLED HORRIBLY ) 


BEAMISH 
(BREAKS OFF) What-? No! Captain Sanderson! 


RISPA 
That was for Lukkhas, I believe. (LAST EFFORT) This is for me! 


FX: FIZZING SWORD RUNS THROUGH BEAMISH 


BEAMISH 
(CRIES OUT) 


FX: SWORD CLATTERS TO GROUND 


MARC 
Oh dear Lord. (RUNS OVER) Beamish! 


BEAMISH 
(PAINED) My apologies, sir. Allowed myself to be distracted. 


MARC 
That’s quite alright, Beamish. 


RISPA 
Pick up his sword, then. 


MARC 
M-me? 


RISPA 
Yes, you! I’m beginning to enjoy myself. 


MARC 
But — but I... 


RISPA 
Hurry up, I don’t have all day! 


FX: CITYWIDE PA SYSTEM IS ACTIVATED 
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DOCTOR 
(PA SYSTEM) Marc Brunel — this is the Doctor, I hope you can 
hear me? 


MARC 
(ALOUD) Doctor?! 


RISPA 
Him?! I left him secure in a cell... 


MARC 
(ALOUD) Yes, Doctor, I can hear you! 


BEAMISH 
(WEAK) Don’t think he can hear you, though, sir... 


DOCTOR 
(PA SYSTEM) Mr Brunel, your son has returned to London. Now I 
need you and your men to follow him at once! 


MARC 
What? 


DOCTOR 
(PA SYSTEM) Please, sound the retreat, man — or many more will 
die. You have jammed the tide, now go home! 


RISPA 
That Doctor must be found! (CALLING) Tributes, with me! To the 
Strack! 


FX: RISPA STOMPS OFF, THE GHOSTS ALL STREAMING AFTER HER 


BEAMISH 
Doctor’s orders, Mr Brunel — let’s go home. 


MARC 
If Isambard is safe, then our mission has succeeded, at least in 
part. 


BEAMISH 
‘sides, to take this world for yourself, reckon you’d need a few 
more bodies than we’ve got to hand. 


MARC 
You may be right. (CALLING) Everyone! Back to the tunnel1! 


FX: 50 OR SO SOLDIERS RUSH OFF 
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SCENE 70: INT. TUNNEL (BY GREAT SHIELD) 


FX: MANY MEN ARE HARD AT WORK, HEAVING THE GREAT SHIELD ON 
CHAINS 


WORKMEN — WILDTRACK 
Heave! 


FX: GRINDING AS SHIELD SHIFTS A FOOT OR SO ON TRACKS 


WORKMEN — WILDTRACK 
Heave! 


FX: GRINDING AS SHIELD SHIFTS A FOOT OR SO ON TRACKS 
FX: REPEAT ABOVE THROUGHOUT SCENE AS WE CROSS TO... 


CHARLIE 
Mr Brunel, why is it we need to retract the Shield now, when 
it’s taken three years to get this far? 


ISAMBARD 
We need not retreat as far as Rotherhithe, Charlie — a few feet 
back beyond the portal, that’s all. (CALLING) Come on, heave!! 


CHARLIE 
Yes, but why? 


FLO 
To use as a bulwark, you nitwit. To stop the water getting out? 


CHARLIE 
What water? 


ISAMBARD 
(CALLING) Hurry along with the black powder! Hurry! 


CHARLIE 
And what’s with all that gunpowder?! 


FLO 
Well, you’ll need a few barrels of gunpowder to blow a hole in 
the tunnel wall, won’t you? 


CHARLIE 
We’re blowing a hole in our own tunnel?? 
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ISAMBARD 
So that the Thames water that floods in will be forced in a new 
direction — through the portal, and out into Luceat! 


CHARLIE 
Always said you Brunel boys were mad. 


FX: PORTAL STRETCHING SOUNDS, OFF 


FLO 
Mr Isambard! The portal! 


ISAMBARD 
It must be my father! (CALLING) Cease heaving! Stop!! 


FX: HEAVING ETC STOPS. CROSS TO MARC LEADING 50 OR SO SOLDIERS 
OUT OF THE PORTAL 


MARC 
Come on, men, fast as you can! 


ISAMBARD 
(RUNNING UP FROM OFF) Papa — you’re alive! 


MARC 
Though my pride may be battered. Your Doctor had us sound the 
retreat. 


ISAMBARD 
He has saved your life, Papa. Get these men out of the tunnel — 
then we shall welcome in the Thames! 


MARC 
What?! 
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SCENE 71: INT. OLD LAB 
FX: DOCTOR TAPS FRANTICALLY AT A TERMINAL WHILE TAN RUNS UP 


TAN 
Rispa’s Tributes are moving up the Strack, searching every floor. 


DOCTOR 
That’s only to be expected. (FINAL FLOURISH) There! 


TAN 
You’ve done it?! 


DOCTOR 

The tunnel portal will be teleported to this precise location... 
just under six minutes from now, at twenty-three hundred hours, 
London time. Which is exactly when Isambard promised to be ready 
with his river. 


TAN 
But surely we won’t be able to pass back through it, against the 
full force of the flood? 


DOCTOR 
No, we won’t. 


TAN 
And we can’t get back down to the city, not with the Tributes on 
their way up! 


DOCTOR 
Alas, no. 


TAN 
So what are we going to do? 


DOCTOR 
(GETTING UP) Head for the roof. 


TAN 
The roof?! 


DOCTOR 
Come on. 


FX: THEY RUSH OUT 
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SCENE 72: INT. TUNNEL (BY PORTAL) 


CHARLIE 
(WALKING UP) Gunpowder’s all set, Mr Brunel, sir. 


MARC 

Thank you, Charlie. The Thames has always been our villain, but 
today, it shall perform heroics — is that not so, Isambard? 
(LOOKING AROUND) Isambard? Where has that boy got to now...? 
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SCENE 73: INT. TUNNEL (TARDIS AREA) 


FX: FLO RUNS UP. 


FLO 
Master Isambard! What are you doing, staring at some strange 
blue box? Gunpowder’s set, we have to get out! 


ISAMBARD 
Florence. You catch me wrestling with my conscience. 


FLO 
If by chance your shield doesn’t hold, all you’1ll be wrestling 
with is Thames eels! 


ISAMBARD 
You don’t understand. You see this box, Florence? The Doctor 
told me he uses it to travel through the vastness of space. 


FLO 
As remarkable a person as the Doctor may be, I wouldn’t pay too 
much heed to everything he says. 


ISAMBARD 

But as you say, there’s a chance the shield may not hold. In 
which case, the secrets of this extraordinary box will be washed 
away. 


FLO 
Well, it’s the Doctor’s business, ain’t it? Besides, it’s locked 
— and you don’t have the key! 


ISAMBARD 

The fact is, Florence, that when I returned to the Doctor the 
items that the ghost confiscated from his pockets... I did not 
return them all. 


FLO 
You what? 


FX: ‘CHING’ - HE HOLDS UP THE TARDIS KEY 


ISAMBARD 
The fact is.. I do have the key. 


FX: UNLOCKS TARDIS DOOR. INTO... 
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SCENE 74: INT. TARDIS CONTROL ROOM [CONTINUOUS] 


FX: INNER DOORS OPEN 


ISAMBARD 
(STEPPING IN) Hello again, you beautiful creature. 


FX: HE GOES TO THE CONTROLS. FLO VENTURES IN 


FLO 
(FOLLOWING) That’s it, I’ve definitely lost me marbles now. 


ISAMBARD 
This central unit — let us say ‘console’ — this must be where he 
pilots it from. 


FLO 
We shouldn’t ought to be here, Master Isambard. 


ISAMBARD 

If we survive today, our Thames Tunnel will be in ruins, along 
with our family reputation. We will be penniless. But if I were 
able to glean the secrets of this box of wonders, then it might 
lead to... why, it might lead to the ‘industrial revolution’ that 
the Doctor spoke of! 


FX: HE FIDDLES WITH THE CONTROLS 


FLO 
But it ain’t yours to take! 


ISAMBARD 
The mechanisms are beyond me — but the controls themselves seem 
strangely instinctive. If I could somehow move it, hide it away... 


FLO 
You stop right there, Isambard Kingdom Brunel1! 


ISAMBARD 
Don’t you see, Flo? This could be my one chance, to make my own 
name. 


FLO 

You don’t want to make your name by burglary, though. My 
grandfather made his name by burglary, and he ended his days 
dangling from a rope. No good can come of this, believe you me! 
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SCENE 75: EXT. ROOF OF STRACK 


FX: LIFT COMES TO SUDDEN STOP (AS PREVIOUSLY). DOORS OPEN. 
DOCTOR AND TAN RUSH OUT. 


DOCTOR 
Two and a half minutes to go, Tan. I do believe we’re going to 
make it. 


TAN 
Make it where? This is the roof of the Strack! There’s nowhere 
to [go—] 


RISPA 
. nowhere to go? 


FX: DOCTOR AND FLO STOP DEAD. 


2 x TRIBUTES 
(SHRIEK-LAUGH ) 


DOCTOR 
Rispa! Yes, I suppose that makes sense. 


RISPA 
I’ve been waiting for my Tributes to force you up here, Doctor. 


DOCTOR 
Well, aren’t you the smartest cookie. 


RISPA 
Researcher Tan, it’s disappointing-slash-infuriating to see you 
aiding and abetting this... person. 


TAN 
Exalter. You look like you’ve been in a fight. 


RISPA 

I allowed myself to be distracted by the Londoners’ diversion. 
Not a mistake I plan on repeating. Tributes — throw them off the 
roof, in the name of... whoever you like. 


ALAYNA GHOST 
This is for Alayna. (SHRIEKS) 


LUKKHAS GHOST 
This is for Lukkhas. (SHRIEKS) 
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TAN 
No, stop! Rispa, there’s something you need to know. 


RISPA 
Oh, another diversion! 


TAN 

Please, listen to me! What’s happened to Luceat isn’t the 
Londoners’ fault. We’ve always been told that the windows were a 
natural phenomenon. But we’ve seen proof that the windows were 
created by accident a generation ago, here in the Strack. We 
brought this on ourselves! 


RISPA 
Wait. Let me process that. 


DOCTOR 
Take your time. 


RISPA 
I’ve thought about it. If what you say is true, Researcher Tan... 
it changes nothing. 


TAN 
What? 


RISPA 
The Londoners are still guilty. They’re still the ones making 
the poison that’s killing our people every day. 


TAN 
But they didn’t know what they were doing! 


RISPA 

Do you imagine for one second that they’1ll stop? — No, neither 
do I. Which is why the Tributes will lay waste to their city, 
beginning... well, beginning just as soon as the pair of you hit 
the pavement below. 
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SCENE 76: EXT. TUNNEL ENTRANCE 
FX: SOLDIERS & WORKMEN RUSHING OUT OF THE TUNNEL 


CHARLIE 
That’s the last of the Guards out, Mr Brunel! 


MARC 
Eleven o’clock. It is time to light the fuse. But where is 
Isambard? Where is my son? 


ISAMBARD 
(RUNNING UP FROM OFF) Here, Papa! I am here! 


FLO 
(BEHIND HIM) Only just..! 


MARC 
Where have you been, boy? 


FLO 
He’s been wrestling with his conscience, Mr Brunel. 


MARC 
What?! 


ISAMBARD 
Never mind that, Papa. The Doctor is relying on us. 


CHARLIE 
Fuse is all ready, Master Brunel, sir. (FX: SHAKES MATCHBOX) 


ISAMBARD 
Papa — it is your tunnel. You should be the one to do it. 


MARC 
I cannot bear to, boy. 


FLO 
Oh for heaven’s sake — (SNATCHING MATCHBOX) — give us them 
matches, and get under cover! 


ISAMBARD 
Florence! 


FX: FLO STRIKES MATCH, LIGHTS THE FUSE — IT SPARKS AWAY... 
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FLO 
There it goes. Doctor, your flood’s coming...! 
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SCENE 77: EXT. ROOF OF STRACK 


ALAYNA GHOST 
This is for Alayna. (SHRIEKS) 


LUKKHAS GHOST 
This is for Lukkhas. (SHRIEKS) 


TAN 
This is not what Alayna and Lukkhas would have wanted! 


RISPA 
I wouldn’t be so sure about that. 


TAN 
Doctor, do something!! 


DOCTOR 
Don’t panic, Tan. Any second now... 


SCENE 78: INT. TUNNEL [FX ONLY] 


FX: SPARKING FUSE REACHES GUNPOWDER BARRELS. BEAT. BOOM! 
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SCENE 79: EXT. ROOF OF STRACK 


FX: THE WHOLE ROOF SHAKES — BELOW, A TORRENT OF THAMES FLOOD 
WATER IS POURING THROUGH THE BUILDING 


TAN 
Whoa! 


DOCTOR 
Steady! 


RISPA 
What was that? — Doctor, what have you done? 


DOCTOR 

That, dear Rispa, was a window opening up in the heart of the 
Strack, flooding the building below with many thousands of 
tonnes of filthy London river water. 


RISPA 
What? 


DOCTOR 
Enough to destroy the experimental equipment keeping the windows 
open, I believe. 


FX: HIDEOUS RENTING METAL SOUNDS FROM BELOW. CONTINUES THROUGH — 


DOCTOR 
And by the sounds of it, enough to bring down the whole of this 
steel cathedral, too. 


RISPA 
Then — then you’1ll die in the wreckage, too! 


DOCTOR 
Oh no. Researcher Tan and I are going to jump. 


TAN 
We are? 


DOCTOR 

Oh yes. You see, if I’m right, the Strack occupies the same 
relative space as London’s Houses of Parliament. Meaning that if 
we can jump directly through the window I noticed earlier, 
hanging in the air just ten or twelve feet from our current 
position - see? 
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Oh yes! 

DOCTOR 

We should land safely in the Thames, a short swim from London’s 


Embankment. 


TAN 
And if you’re wrong? 


DOCTOR 
If I’m wrong, you’ll have just enough time to holler, “I told 
you so.” Ready? 


TAN 
Ready. 


DOCTOR 
This is for us. Three, two, one — (AS HE LEAPS) Geronimo...!!! 


FX: HIS CRY FADES AS HE FALLS 


RISPA 
No! Come back! No! 


FX: COLLAPSING METAL SOUNDS REACH A CRESCENDO. AS THE GROUND 
GIVES WAY BENEATH RISPA’S FEET — 


RISPA 
NOOOO0000000000000...! ! 


FX: FADE 
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SCENE 80: INT. HALLWAY — BRUNEL RESIDENCE [NEXT DAY] 


FX: RAT-A-TAT ON DOOR KNOCKER 


ISAMBARD 
(CALLING FROM OFF) Florence, in his haste I believe my father 
has left his hat behind! 


FLO 
(CALLING BACK, BUSTLING TO DOOR) I’ve got it here, Master Brunel! 


F: AS SHE OPENS DOOR — 


FLO 
Here you are, sir — 


DOCTOR 
(AT DOOR) Hello, Florence. 


TAN 
Only us. 


FLO 
Doctor! Miss Tan! — Why, has it been raining? You’re wet through! 


TAN 
Long story. Any chance I could borrow some dry clothes? 


FLO 
Yes, yes, of course — come in! 


FX: AS DOCTOR AND TAN STEP THROUGH, CLOSE DOOR... 


ISAMBARD 

(COMING UP) Doctor! Miss Tan! How marvellous to see you! We 
dreaded to think that you might not, after all, have found a 
window to return through! 


DOCTOR 
As you can see, we made it. 


TAN 
Just! 


FLO 
Will you be staying in London permanently, then? 
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TAN 

Oh, Flo — I’d like nothing more, but I can’t live the rest of my 
life inside an atmos-sphere. And I can’t go back to Luceat, not 
now the windows have closed. 


FLO 
So where will you go? 


DOCTOR 

I believe that London will not always be so polluted. It may be 
that in some future epoch, the capital’s air will be as fragrant 
as Luceat’s. 


ISAMBARD 
Some future epoch? (REALISATION) Then — 


DOCTOR 
Actually, it might be best if you forgot you heard that. 


FLO 

Come with me me, Tan. I’ve some dry things upstairs. (AS SHE AND 
TAN HEAD UPSTAIRS) Just think, you’ll be able to call yourself a 
Londoner yet...! 


ISAMBARD 

Doctor, my father has gone to the tunnel site. I am sure you 
will be given free access to your seemingly indestructible blue 
box, if that is what you require. 


DOCTOR 
It is, yes. The oddest thing, though — I seem to have mislaid my 
key. (POINTEDLY) Might you know anything about that, Isambard? 


ISAMBARD 
More than I’d rather. I owe you an apology, Doctor. 


FX: ISAMBARD TAKES KEY FROM HIS POCKET 


DOCTOR 
No you don’t. I was not blind to your pilfering. 


ISAMBARD 
What? You knew? 


DOCTOR 
But I trusted you to make the right choice. A man like you 
doesn’t need a TARDIS. 
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ISAMBARD 
(PASSES KEY) Your key, Doctor. 


DOCTOR 
(TAKING KEY) Thank you. 


ISAMBARD 
This is farewell, then, I take it...? 


DOCTOR 
It must be, I think. Remember the people of Luceat, Isambard. 
Any industrial revolution comes at a price. Make it worth it. 


ISAMBARD 
Papa has paid a high price already. His tunnel is terribly 
damaged. He fears the entire project may be doomed. 


DOCTOR 
Oh, from what I know of Marc Brunel... he won’t let it end there. 


ISAMBARD 
Well — whatever happens, I shall be by his side, of course. As a 
dutiful son. 


DOCTOR 
You never know, Isambard — perhaps now is the time to truly step 
out of your father’s shadow. 


ISAMBARD 
What are you saying, Doctor? 


DOCTOR 

You might, for instance, consider leaving your father to finish 
his tunnel, and think up a few grand schemes of your own? A 
fresh start, somewhere far away from London...? 


ISAMBARD 
A fresh start? I have to say, the notion does have a certain 
appeal. 


DOCTOR 


That’s the spirit. — Tell me, Isambard: have you ever been to 
Bristol...? 


THE END 


